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Chriftopher  Godrington,  Efq-, 

\  *  '  *  ' '  .  '  *  Nn#./C?«  >  C  «j  -  ’  v  ,  '  . 

SIR ,  '  ■  *;  '  ;  ' 

IMuft  own  the  firft  and  chiefelt  Advantage 
1  propos'd  to  my  lelf  in  this  Play,  was , 
To  gain  the  only  Opportunity,  perhaps  I  fhall 
ever  liave,of  acknowledging  to  the  World  how 
very  much  1  am  bound  to  be  Yours,  not  only 
out  of  Gratitude  but  Inclination. 

From  hence  it  might  be  expe&ed,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  Courfe  of  Dedications,  that  Ifhould 
forget  both  You  and  my  lelf  in  tiring  you 
with  your  own  Praifes.  No,  Sir,  I-  confider 
to  whom  I  write ;  nor  need  you  blulh  at  what 
I  am  going  to  lay,  tho’  I  know  you  are  more 
afraid  of  your  Friends  on  fuch  an  Occafion  as 
this,  than  your  Enemies  on  any  other.  ■  ' 
Were  it  poffible  for  me  to  think  of  but  at¬ 
tempting  your  Character,  I  Ihould  efteem  my 
felf  very  Happy,  if  I  could  reach  fo  far  as  the 
Out- lines  of  the  Original.  To  proceed  any 
further,  were  to  draw  upon  my  lelf  a  harder 
Task  than  ever  any  Painter  yet  had.  'Twere 
to  dwell  upon  Lights  altogether  without  ev’n 
the  Mixture  of-  a  Shade.  ^ 

if  A  z  But 


(■v 


I 


— ^ triHcui <Ji  yr^jsmem^m. 

But  if  I  had  Strength  to  iupport  the  Under- 
taking,  l  Ihmild  beg  leave  to  mention  your 
Affability ; of  Temper,  your  Perfection  in 
learning,  a  Delicacy  in  your  Thoughts,  a  no¬ 
ble  Vivacity  in  your  Expreffions,  a  marchlefs 
Fire  in  your  Fancy,  and  a  great  Exact  a  efs  of 
Judgment:  To  change  the  Scene,  your  Perlo- 
nal  Bravery  in  the  Camp,,  your  Gallantry  at 
Court,  your  Zeal  to  lerveyour  Friends,  your 
Humanity  to  all  the  World,  and  your  eaiie 
Difpatch  in  Bufinefs.  *  ^ 

Thus  confummate  in  Merit,  no  wonder 

,  .  .  *  , 

your  Great  Mailer’s  Favor  lhould  Ihine  upon 
you  with  fuch  Diltinflion  as  to  lend  lb  Gal¬ 
lant  a  Son  to  fucceed  fo  Renown’d  a  Father  in 
his  Commands  and  Governments  Abroad. 

Permit  me.  Sir ,  on  this  occalion  to  wilh 
you  a  Profperous  Voyage,  and  all  the  Happi- 
nefs  that  ever  Man  enjoy’d.  ‘V 

I  cannot  end  better  than  with  fuch  a  Wiflh  ■ 
nor  can  it  be  lent  to  you  with  greater  Ferven¬ 
cy  by  any  one,  than 


sir.  Ml: 

*  •  '  .  • 

T our  much  Oblig’d , 
Humble  Servant , 


,»  v 


F.  M. 
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AS  Orange-Plants  that  by  the  Gardner s  Care 
Thrive  by  degrees ,  and  jpread  abroad  in  Air7 
Ljcj  wd  their  Branches ,  and  extend  their  Roots 7 
As  thro  their  Veins  prolific 4  moijlure  fhoots  ; 

AV  growing  fertile  gratefully  produce 
BJoJjoms  and  Fruit  for  their  Prcfervers  ZJfe. 

So  the  young  Writer  of  the  following  Scenes 7 
To  his  good  Friends ,  onwhofe  Support  he  leans , 
Prefents  this  very  Blojfom  of  a  Play , 

Which  if  you  l  have  the  Patience  but  to flay 7 
‘  rz^e/z  zzz^  generous  Fruit  one  Day. 

His  humble  Mufe  a > tender  Plant  is  found , 

Which  the  firjl  Tear  with  Buds  alone  is  crown  d. 

But  if  mild  Seafons  nurje  its  fpreading  Root , 
Succeeding  years  may  bring  forth  grateful  Fruit. 
Would  to  kind  Heav’n  That  Harvcfl  were  in  view 7 
iv;r  Lungs  Expence  We  daily  fhew7 
There  neer  was  finch  a  Dearth,  of  Wit  as  now. 

Tet  were  it  fo  that  Plenty  at  this  time 
With  her  full  Horn  inrictid  our  peaceful  Clime  7 
Now  to  produce  our  Stores  woidd'be  a  Crime. 

For  our  Wife  St  age- Re  cl  aimers  would  refent 
TV  Offence ,  and  bid  us  mortify  in  Lent. 

Thus  might  we  hope  there  s  Colour  to  excufe 
This  Author  s firjl  Attempt ,  and  dawning  Mufe . 
Sooth  then  his  Pain ,  and  make  his  Sentence  eajy 7 
Methinks  in  Lent  fome  Charity  fiould  feize  you  ^ 

If  you  Judge  nicely ,  he  defpairs  to  Pleafe  you. 


Spoken  by  Mifs  'Porter. 

OV  R  Author  thinks  Himfilf  Arraign'd  to  Day / 
You  are  his  Jury,  and  his  Crime  the  Play.  ' 
Me  He  retains  a  Counfel  in  his  Cafe , 

What  Fee  He  gave  me  1  leave  You  to  guefs. . 

I  come  to  plead  before  you  vent  your  Spight , 

And  by  your  Verdiht  Fine  Him  the  Third  Night. 

•  \ 

Firfl  then  as  Criminals  are  wont ,  He  chufes  , 

Out  of  his  Jury  fuch ,  and  fitch  refufes . 

The  Cr it  ick^  He  excepts,  nor  is  it  fit, 

Oke  fljould  be  thought  for  t'other  s  Faults,  a  Wit. 

Thofe  Ladies  next0  that  flerowd  in  Masks  their  Graces , 
And  dare  fiew  any  thing,  except  their  Faces .  ' 

This  Plot  He  to  their  Judgments  won't  Submit, 

For  They  re  contriving  how  Their  own  may  hit , 

The  Stage  han't  half  Jo  many  as  the  Pit . 

And  leaf  their  Favours  fi  ould  at  l  aft  in  trap  him. 

He'd  rather  have  the  Vizzards  Hifs ,  than  Clap  Him. 
For  want  of  Mercy  Wits  are  banifi'd  hence , 

And  moil  of  Thofe  who  Write,  for  want  ofSenfe. 

To  clofe  the  Rear ,  He  challenges  by  Crowds 
Brufljd  Beavers ,  Nat'ral  Bobs ,  and  Velvet  Hoods, 
And  all  behind  the  Scenes,  and  all  above  the  *  Clouds. 

To  the  Few  left  He  lays  This  Maxim  down. 

That  each  fiould  makg  the  Poet's  Cafe  his  own.  • 

Whoe reThemJ elves  of  Ruine  are  afraid. 

All  Thofe  fiould  Him  their  Fellow-fuff  rer  Aid  : 
Souldiers  Disbanded  fiould  their  Pity  fiew. 

And  India -Merchants,  either  Old  or  New. 

.  .  *.  I  f  ,  •  / 

'  *  jjfc  .  *4 

*  Alluding  to  the  Upper  Gallery  above  the  Ceiling. 


You  City-Dames  r  that  from  your  Husbands  fly 
With  borrow  d  Looks  to  Pleafe  the  Playrs  Eye , 

And  grace  with  Patch  and  Paint  the  Gallery. 

When  blufh  on  blufl) ,  and  Charms  Inch  thick  you  lay , 
If  Hey  our  Arts  Jhould  Damn  as  you  his  Play , 

Would  it  not  grieve  you  ?  Yet  the  fame  the  Cafe  is , 
How  many  here  are  Authors  of  their  Faces  ! 


To  the  fweet  Beaux  We  make  our  next  Complaint , 
f  Both  you  that  Ugly  are,  and  you  that  Paint. 

How,  Sirs ,  fhall  we  for  rtfhat  He  feels  prepare  you  ? 

Let's  fee - What  ist  would  next  to  Fighting  Jcare  you? 

Suppofe  you  flmdd  in  fame  Lampoon  appear , 

PfhafWVhat  is  that  ?  Youve  been  too  often  there . 

Were  you  confin'd  by  Surgeon  or  by  Jay ler. 

Or ,  what  is  worfe>  -  Deferted  by  your  Taylor  ? 

~ '  j No  :  'Tis  the  great  eft  Penance  we  can  find , 

leave y  u  Comb  d and  Powder  d  to  the  Windy 
As  you  fear  This ?  be  to  the  Poet  kind. 

We  hope  at  l ajl  we  may  good  Luck_  divine 
From thofe  Bright  Stars  that  in  the  Boxes  Shine. 

Such  Beauteous  Eyes  Jhould  finding  Favours  grant , 

Nor  Pity  be  the  only  Charm  they  Want. 

You  ner  fljould  Blame ,  to  whom  all  Praifeis  Due , 
Think,  but  of  Him  as  a  lt  Mankind  of  You. 

Comey  you  mufi  all ,  * tis  hisflrji  Fault ,  forgive  Him  3 
Or  if  not that ,  for  poor  Three  Days  Reprieve  Him. 


< 


Dramatis 


/ 


Don  Sebajlian ,  A  Gentleman  of  Valencia. 

Don  Philip ,  His  Friend,  newly  come  to  Valencia.  •  ' 

Don  Frederic 4, 

Don  Bernardo , 

1  Anthony ,  Don  Philip  s  Man. 

2  Anthony ,  .  Don  Fredericks  Man, 


Juft  arriv’d  ^.Valencia  from  their  Travels. 


Donna  Cornelia , 


Donna  Olivia, 


WOMEN. 

Sifter  to  Don  Bernardo ,  contra&ed  t6 
Don  Philip ,  juft  come  to  Valencia  in 

Difguife  in  purfuit  of  him. 

^  -  «  *  .  * 

Sifter  to  Don  Frederick ,  enjoy’d  by  Don 
Philip,  newly  arriv’d  at  Valencia  too  in 
Difguife  in  Search  of  Philip. 


Eleonora,  A  Woman  of  Intrigue. 

•  .  V  ;  ,  ,  N  k'\  '*  ’  '  .  \  •  »  -  '  \'.V  •  "* 

»•  •  *  .  ,  \  .  .  C  V.  .  .t 

Dorila9  Her  Maid. 

.  '  •  ,  7  .  .  .  4  .  “  *  . 

s'  '*  .  •  *  ‘  -  *  ’  . 

t  ,  ■  -  *'  '•  ;  I  .  V  :  ■  ;  \  .  •  • 

Conftable ,  Watchmen,  Footmen,  Ruffians,  &c. 


S  CE  N  E,  The  City  of  Valencia  in  Spain. 
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ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Don  Bernardo,  and  Don  Frederick. 

•  *  ^ 

.  ~~  ..  *  •  ♦  .  .  L 

y  *  .  .  « 

Fred.'WT  “T"  Ell,  Bernard*,  thou  wilt  nev$r  leave  thy  old 

m  /Ik  /  C0lir^es»  I  fee,  till  Age  or  Diftempers  have 

m  /  ik  /  made  thee  Impotent.  The  good  old  Count 

at  ^ome  might,  indeed,  expert  more  Sobriety 
▼  .  .  m  from  the  Tour  thou  haft  made  abroad. 
But  alas !  poor  Gentleman,  he*l  be  as  much  deceiv’d  in  thy  Manners, 
as  thou  art  in  following  the  wickednels  of  the  Flefli. 

Ber.  Prithee,  Frederick ,  no  more  of  this  Gravity.  I  am  not  fo 
keen  a  fpoitfman  as  you  make  me.  Indeed,  if  a  very  handfom  Wo¬ 
man  bolts  out  upon  me  unawares,  I  may,  perhaps,  courfe  her  now 
and  then  for  a  breathing  :  But  I  don’t  love  beating  the  bufhes  for 
game. 

Fred.  Well,  I  fee,  thou  art  incorrigible,  therefore  I  have  done. 
Methinks,  Bernardo^  the  Air  grows  cool ;  Sure  the  night  mutt  be  far 
advanc’d. 

Ber .  No  matter;  ce’n  let  us  ramble  for  once,  we  fhall  find  (ome 
Adventure  or  other  that  is  diverting  I  warrant  thee. 

Fred.  What,  you  are  again  at  your  old  Trade :  No,  no,  I’ll  home, 
I  allure  you.,  I  have  no  mind  to  be  miftaken  for  another  in  the  dark, 
and  fo  have  my  Throat  cut,  or,  if  I  efcape  that  way,  to  be  feiz’d  up¬ 
on  by  the  Watch  for  a  Night-walker,  that  has  fome  ill  delign  on  foot. 

Ber.  You’ll  excufe  me  then,  for  not  going  with  you,  fincc  I  have 
fome  Commands  to  obey  to  night,  of  one  that  expe&s  a  readier  Com¬ 
pliance  than  any  Grandee  of  Spain  :  ’Tis  one  Don  Cupid ,  Seignor,  if 
you  have  heard  of  him. 

Fred .  Don  Lucifer j  you  mean. 

Ber.  Call  him  what  you  will.  But,  Frederick, ,  to  be  plain  with  you, 
thebufinefs  is  this ;  you  muft  know,jSir,  I  have  had  a  private  Intrigue 
upon  my  hands  with  a  very  lovely  Woman  almoft  ever  fince  we  ar¬ 
riv’d  at  Valencia ,  and  this  very  hour  am  I  to  meet  her,  by  Affignati-* 

B  on  •• 


on  •,  in  the  mean  time  you  are  brawling  with  our  old  Hoft  at  home, 
’tis  the  better  Engagement  of  the  two. 

Fred.  ’Tis  lefs  dangerous,  that’s  certain  *,  befides,  you  fay  your  In¬ 
trigue, if  private. 

Ber .  It  is  fo,  indeed  .*  But  I’ll  tell  you  what  I’ll  do  for  you,  if  I  fuc- 
ceed  in  my  Amour  to  night,  and  tafte  of  this  Circe9 s  Ojp,  Til  under¬ 
take  you  OiaTI  be  made  the  next  $(wine,  Frederick . 

„  Fred .  A  pox  of  your  Swine’sjeft  .*  Farewel.  [Exit  Fred. 

Ber.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  goodnight  Don  Frederick .  When  I  had  told 
him  of  my  Amour,  I  had  no  other  way  to  be  rid  of  him,  for  what- 
foever  he  pretends,  I  know  hes  ftanch,  tho’  a  fly  Gamefter* 

Now  for  the  Coaft  of  Love,  on  wings  Tin  horn  . 

To  reach  that  Axis,  on  which  all  things  tarn'.  I”  Exit. 


SCENE  II.  Donna  Eleonora’s  Longings ;v 

Enter  Eleonora  and  her  Maid. 

Eleon.  Come,  Dorila,  let  us  take  a  walk  before  the  door,  this  cool 
Evening.  ' :  / 

Dor.  I’ll  wait  upon  you,  Madam; 

Eleon.  I  wonder  Don  Sehaftian  is  not  come  yet :  Sure  fomewhafe  of 
importance  keeps  him  away,  for  he  doth  not  ufe  to  be  fo  tardy. 

Dor .  He  is  a  Man,  Madam*  and  may  forget  that  he  has  been:  kindly 
ufed  by  a  fair  Lady.  ^  s  :  ^  s 

Eleon.  I  would  not  willingly  believe  any  fuch  Ingratitude  of  him* 
becaule  I  have  long  entertain’d  an  opinion  of  his  faithfulnefs  •,  and 
tho*  the  expe&ation  he  has  ,given  me  of  being  his  Wife  after  the 
death  of  his  Mother  (if  the  folemneft  Oaths  and  Proteftations  avail 
any  things)  makes  me  a  little  uneafie  under  a  di&ppointment :  yet  he 
has  fo  much  Goodnefs  in  hisISfature,  and  fuch  Charms  about  his  Per- 
fpn,  that  I  can’t  foon  give  way  to  interpret  any  thing  amifs  of  him.  " 
Dor.  And  fo  had  Don  Philip,  when  you  were  firft  acquainted  with 
him  at  Madrid.  •  He  had  fuch  another  Art  of  Charming  too,  that  he 
foon  gain’d  a  paflage  into  your  yielding  heart,  and  when  he  had  made 
the  Conqueft,  left  and  defpis’d  you. 

Eleon.  And  now  he  fhall  pay  for  his  Villany ;  for  know,  Dorila^ 
that  he  nofooner  left  me  to  night,  but  I  fent  fome  Ruffians  after  him 
to  difpatch  him,  left  he  (hould  hinder  my  defign  upon  S abaft ian ,  as 
well  as  to  punilh  him  for  his  Ingratitude.  I  wonder  he  could  have 
the  Impudence  to  inquire  me  out  here,  after  the  Contempt  he  us’d 
me  with  at  Madrid .  How  do  I  long  to  he^r  the  Fa  Qz  is  committed ! 
Dor.  For  my  part  I  cant  pity  him.  ‘  ~  , 


•  Eleon.  Pity 

#■  ■  *’  "  •  r  1  •“  ^ 


I’ll  be  reveng’d  on  him,;  Wench;  He 
goes  to  Helfthis  night."  There  let  hin\  fcorn  a  poor  deluded  Maid, 
that  facrific’d  her  Honour  to  oblige  him  ;  trufted  to  all  his  flattering 
promifes,and  faw  her feif  forfaken,  biased,  ruin’d.  OW oman! Woman! 
How  eager  h^ffc  thou  always  been  to  know  what  brings  ruin  as  foon 
as  known  !  Couldft  thou  but  fpare  thy  Curiofity,  and  give  no  Ear  to 
the  alluring  Tongues  of  Men,  how  might’ll  thou  live  in  Triumph, 
and  fee  proud  Man  beneath  thee  ! 

Bor .  But,  Madam  jou’d  foon  have  theWorld  difpeopled  at  this  rate. 

Eleom  Were  it  a  drowning  a  fecond  time,  ’twere  no  matten  ’Tis 
a  vile  World  that  is  not  worth  keeping  above  Water.  What  is  there 
to  be  found  in  it,  but  fpecious  promifes  and  certain  falfhood.  Two 
fuch  Contagions,  like  North-EaH  Winds  in  the  Spring,  are  enough 
to  blaft  Mankind,  as  thofe  do  the  Fruits  of  the  Earth. 

Bor .  Alas,  poor  World,  what  a  condition  art  thou  in! 

Eicon.  Never  in  a  worfe  :  But  however*  my  meaning  at  firlt  was, 
that  I  would  have  our  Sex  hold  out,  till  they^  could  obtain  Men,  by 
Lawful  means ;  but  even  then,  how  much  Idifcontcnt  doth  often 
follow !  e 

Bor .  Why  there’s  the  buGnefs  :  You  would  deprive  poor  Women 
of  their  pleafure  every  way.  Come,  come.  Madam,  Venus  has  been 
more  indulgent  to  you,  than  you  imagine,  for,  tho’  one  Lover  ha  s 
forfaken  you,  yet,  thanks  to  fortune,  you  have  found  a  Friend"  her  e 
that  may  hereafter  be  your  Husband.  Or,  if  you  miflruft  him,  there’s 
the  hand  fomllr  anger  DonBewardo,  who  has  made  fome  AddrelTes 
of  Love  to  you. 

Eicon .  ’DsUfe,DoW//«,  he  was  to  be  here  to  night,  this  very  hour,  by 
appointment,  when  I  did  not  think  of  Sebaftian\ coming.  As  I  live 
I  had  quite  forgot  it.  Borila ,  come,  let  us  go  and  contrive  fome  way 
to  avoid  meeting  both.  '  ' 

Bor .  Why,  this  it  is,  not  to  Communicate  your  Affairs  to  me.  I 
hope  by  this  time  you  fee  how  necefiary  a  Confident©  is  in  your  Af¬ 
fairs  ^  you  may  have  undone  youtielf  now,  for  ought  I  know. 

Eicon.  Come,  for  Venus  fake,  let  us  go.  Hark !  fome  body’s  coming! 

fDon  Bernardo  Enters. 

Ha !  Bernardo ,  as  I  live.  Borila ,  make  hafte  in,  arid  after  a  little 
while  call  me,  and  I’ll  pretend  ’tis  my'  Aunt  that  calls,  and  fo  get 
'away  y  for  I  wou’d  not  be  obferv’d  to  fhun  him  neither. 

Ber.  [running  to  them.’J  By  your  leave.  Ladies,  I  hope  to  find  an 
Acquaintance  here.  Nay,  never  flrive  to  conceal  your  felf,  Madam. 
Could  the  fair  Eleonora  think  to  be  fo  difguis’d,  that  a  Lover  fhould 
not  be  able  to  diflinguifh  her  ?  [Dor. /lips  in. 

Eleon .  I  might  have  expe&ed  fome  affiftance  from  the  darknefs  of 
the  night,  if  I  had  not  been  inclin’d  to  difclofe  my  felf  to  you. 

B  2  Ber.  Were 


.  S' 


.  r-  - 
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Ber.  Were  the  night  much  darker  than  it  is,  and  you  had  kept 
..back  the  goodnefs  you  (hew  me,  yet  thofe  Eyes  would  have  difper- 
fed  the  darknefs,  and  left  me  certain  of  my  happinefs. 

Elton .  You  are  skill’d  in  Complements,  I  fee*  but  let  me  intreat 
you  to  fpeak  lower,  for  my  Aunt  is  yet  awake,  and  is  apt  to  IiearJJhe 
leaftnoife.* 


' 

'  A 


Ber,  Let  us  walk  further  off  then,  that  it  mayn’t  be  in  her  power 
cither  to  hear  us,  or  fee  us.  /,  - 

Elton.  .O  no,  not  for  the  WorlcV  *  If  I  fiiould  not  be  within  c3ll, 
(he’d  certainly  rife,  and  fufpeft  I  was  away  upon  fome  bad  account.. 
’Twould.  ruin  me.  Sir,  for  (he’s  very  paflionate,  and  would  furely  make 
another  Will,  and  give  away  Forty  Thoufand  Crowns  from  me. 

‘  Btr.  Ha  !  Forty  Thoufand  Crowns :  Can- it  be  true  ?  ^fide. 
But,  Madam,  wHen  will  you  grant  fome  pity  to  a  Man  that  fo  infinite¬ 
ly  adores  you  ?  Were  we  not  by  Appointment  to  meet  to  night  ? 

Elton.  Are  we  not  met.  Sir  ? 

Btr.  But  not  as  I  :cou’d  wi(h :  I  would  convince  you  of  my  unfpeak-  : 
able  Affe&ion. 

Elton .  O,  Sir,  then  you  and  I  muft  meet  no  more.  Is  it  poffible 
-  you  ftiould  eifter tain  any  fuch .  unlawful  hopes  ? 

Ber.  ’Sdeath,  (he’d  hook  me  into  Marriage  !  \  JiAfide. 

[Eleonora ,  within 

Elton.  Pray  let  me  go ;  My  Aunt  calls  within,  and  I  (hall  be  undone 
for  (faying.  (Eleonora  again'. 

Btr.  A  pox  of  this  Aunt  for  me;  #  (<rfjide. 

Madam,,  give  me  leave  toaflureyou,  that  I  have  no  iH  defign:  All 
that  I  intended  was  to  give  you  moft  undeniable  proofs  of  my  Love, 

,  I  intreat  you  to  believe  my  fincerity. 

Elton.  You  talk’d  juft  now  at  fuch  a  mad  rate,  that  ’twill  be  fome 
difficulty  to  retrieve  the  good  opinion  I  had  oi  you. 

( Eleonora . . 

6.1  (hall  be  ruin’d,  if  I  ftay  longer. 

Ber.  When  (hall  I  havean  opportunity  to  bring  you  to  a  better  un- 
derftanding?  * 

Elton.  O  never,  never.  You  (ha’n’t  catch  me  here  again  to  mor¬ 
row  night,  I  warrant  you.  '  (Runs  in. 

Btr.  A  Pox  of  all  Aunts,  I  fay:  You  fea’n’t  catch  me  here  again  to 
morrow  night  I  warrant  you.  A  good  dire&ion  however  fbrto mor¬ 
row,  but  what  have  I  to  do  with  to  morrow  ?  I  may  be  lefs  inclin’d  - 
for  a  Woman  then,  and  lefs  at  leifure.  A  Curfe  on  this  Accident ! 
Well,  I’ll  take  t’other  walk,  and  if  the  Stars  decree  me  no  Adven¬ 
ture  to  night,  I’ll  e’en  home,  and  take  Counfel  of  my  Pillow  about 
this  laft  Affair. .  (Exit. 


Enter 


'a' 
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1  (  $-)  • 

Epts*  Don  Sebaflian  muffled  in  his  Clo ok. 

Stb.  let  rne  fee  *y  thismuft  be  the  Houfe.  Well,  this  Love  has  a 
ifr^xige  power  :  ’Tis  fo  diffus’d  thro5  the  Compofition  of  Man,  that 
all  his  other  Faculties  are  like  fo  many  ufelefs  Wheels,  till  that  fpring 
be  put  in- motion.  What  is  there  agreeable  in  Life,  without  Love? 
That  Poet  had  a  true  tafle  of  the  World,  who  faid.  Let  me  die, 
ye  Powers,  when  I  am  no  longer  able  to  relilh  the  Bleflings  of  Love. 
But  I  amufe  my  fclf  too  long.  ( Knocks .) 

,  Dorila  in  the  Balcony . :  ^ 

Dor.  Who  is’t  that  knocks  at  this  late  hour  ?  - 


* Seb .  ’Tis  l  ^  good  Dorila ,  make  no  noife,;.but  let  me  in; 

Dor .  I  fly,  Seignor,  to  obey  you.  ( Retires . 

Seb.  I’m  glad  they  are  fo  cautious  whom  to  admit,  tho’  it  may  be 
nothing  but  difguife  to  cheat  me,  for  Women  have  their  Arts,lknow. 

4  .  (Dorila  opens  the  door. 

Dor .  O  Seignor,  we  have  expc&ed  you  fo  long,  that  we  began  to 
defpair  of  feeing  you  to  night. 

Seb .  I  hope  I  am  not  come  too  foon.  Where’s  my  Eleonora  ? 

Dor.  In  her  Chamber,  impatient  for  your  arrival,  to  be  fure. 

Seb..  Did  you  not  tell  her  I  was  at  the  door  ? 

Dor.  I  thought  ’twould  be  more  agreeable  for  you  to  furprife  her 
with  your  coming.  * 

Seb.  You  have  oblig’d  me.  Come,  let  us  go  in.  (They  go  in. 


S  C  E  N  E  Changes.  The  ftreet. 


Enter  Don  Bernardo. 


;  Ber.  A  Plague  upon  that  Sreech-owl  that  call’d  in  my  Eleonora  from 
me :  For  bolides  my  ill  fortune  in  loling  her,  (he  has  prefag’d  me  no 
luck  all  this  night,  I  am  afraid.  Well,  if  Imuft  go  home  without 
any  Adventure  to  boaft  of,  or  to  juftine  my  abffence  to  Don  Frede* 
r*cl(y  I  mult  e’en  be  content  to  bear  with  his  dull  Encomiums  on  Re¬ 
gularity  and  Example  •,  tho’  he,  like  the  reft  of  the  Men  of  Zeal  for 
feverity  of  Manners,  is  better  pleas’d  with  the  formality  of  advifing, 
than  the  difficulty  of  the  practice. 

A  Song  without y  at  fom  difiance. 

Cuftomy  alas !  doth  partial  frovey  . 

Nor  gives  us  even  meafure  x 
To  Maids  it  is  a  Tain  to  Lo ver 
BHt’tFtoMendfleafhre.- 


y  •  * 
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•«.-  ' 

.~V:  ; 


7 %ey  freely  can  their  Thought  s^explain. 

Whilfi  ohys  tmifl  burn  within  • 

We  have  got  Eyes  and  tongues  in  vainj 
And  Truth  from  us  is  fin. 


Men  to  new  Joys  and  Conquefis  fly. 
And  yet  no  hazard  run  : 

Poor  we  are  left ,  if  we  deny ,  . 

Or  if  we  yield j  Undone . 

Then  equal  Laws  let  Cuft'om  findy 
Nor  either  Sex  opprefs  •* 

More  freedom  give  to  Womankind^ 
Or give  to  Mankind  lefs. 


V 


£er$y  your  leave,whoe’erjou  are,  I  mean  to  interrupt  yourSinging, 
tho’  I  like  it  well.  This  mfy  prove  fome  lucky  check  to  my  rifing  in¬ 
clination  to  go  home.  I’ll  follow  the  voice,  whatever  may  enfue.  (Ex. 


SCENE  changes  to  Don  Frederick’/  Lodgings . 

'  v’  .  ■  *  r  '  9 

Enter  Don  Frederick  and  his  Man  Anthony. 


Fred.  From  Alcantara ,  did  he  fay  ? 

2  Ant.  I  tell  you.  Sir,  from  Alcantara^  and  when  he  knew  that,  I 
had  the  honour  to  be  your  Valet  de  Chambrc. 

Fred.  You  ate  pleafant,  Sirra. 

2  Ant.  Why,  Sir,  I  hope  ’tis  not  an  Employment  above  me,  for 
the  Heralds  have  diftinguifh’d  us  in  France. 

Fred.  So  they  will  a  Fidler,  if  he  has  mony  to  purchafe  a .  Coat  of 
Arms.  ;  .  • 

2  Ant.  I  hope.  Sir,  you  don’t  fpeak  of  that  Profeffion  by  way  of 
Contempt. 

Fred.  What  doth  it  deferve  elfe  ? 

'  2  Ant.  I  am  forry  for  your  Judgment,  for  we  were  always  efteem- 
cd  in  ourXountry. 

Fred.  O,  I  find  you  were  your  felf  an  Inftrument  Scraper  there 
once  *  Bi^tno  more  of  this.  Whatrequeft  did  this  ftranger  make 

fn  vrm  ? 


to  you 


2  Ant.  That  I  Jhcrnld  let  you  knew,  upon  your  awning  home  that 
he  was  very  earnell  to  fpeak  with  you  alone. 

Fred..  So  privately :  Who  can  it  b«  ?  Come,  lead  me  to  him  ; 
1  long  to  know  who  ’tis.  *  ( Exeunt . 


*  A  iH 
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led- chamber,  Donna  Cornelia  in  Marts  deaths ,  fitting  by  a 

Table  in  a  thoughtful  pofture. 

Corn.  What  a  Capricious  Deity  is  Love,  and  how  repugnant  of¬ 
ten  to  Nature  it  felf  l  So  true  are  thofe  Lines  of  the  Divine  E ug¬ 
lify  Poet.  /  •  *  " 

In  Love  the  Fitters  from  the  Fanquijh'd  fly ,  , 

They  fly  that  wound v  and  they  purfue  that  dy. 

Enter  2  Anthony. 

2  .Ant.  Seignor,  my  Mailer,  Don  Frederick,  if  yon  are  difpos’d  to 
receive  his  vifit,  would  wait  on  you. 

Corn .  With  all  my  heart  *,  I  {hall  efteem  his  Company  as  a  favour. 

( Exit  2  Ant. 

Now  mull  I  unfold  my  felf  to  him,  and  if  he  has  that  Generality  the 
World  gives  him,  he  will  both  fecure  me  from  my  Brother’s  indig¬ 
nation,  and  aflift  me  towards  the  fuccefs  of  my  defigii. 

Enter  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  Sir,  I  was  made  believe  upon  my  coming  home,  that  you  had 
fome  Commands  for  me.  I  (hould  be  glad  to  have  it  in  my  power  to 
obey  a  Stranger,  efpecially  one  whofe  Afped  can  even  fo  foon  prevail 
on  my  Inclinations. 

#  Corn.  Sir,  your  Language  and  Behavour  fpeak  you  Generous  :  I 
did  indeed  make  it  my  requeft  to  your  Servant,  who  had  inform’d 
me  of  yours  and  Don  Bernardo's  Lodging  here,  to  give  you  private 
notice  that  a  Stranger  was  earneft  to  fpeak  with  you.  Be  not  fur- 
pris’d.  Sir,  but  oblige  me  fo  far  as  to  fit  down,  and  hear  my  Story. 

( They  fit. 

Fred.  Sir,  I  am  ready  to  give  all  attention. 

Corn .  I  prefume,  Sir,  by  the  Description  you  may  have  had  of  tne,and 
the  Garb  you  fee  me  in,  you  take  me  for  one  of  your  own  Sex.(fo  (karts. 
Be  not  amai’d,  Sir,  for  I  am  but  a  Woman,  a  moft  unhappy  Woman, 
no  other  than  the  Sifter  of  your  Friend  Don  Bernardo. 

Fred.  You aftonilh me,  Donna  Cornelia!  v  * 

Corn.  The  fame :  Pray  how  longis  it  fince  you  and  my  Brother  ar¬ 
rived  here  from  Italy  ? 

Fred.  We  have  been  in  Spain  about  four  days,  and  only  wait  for 
the  paffing  of  to  morrow’s  Feftival,  before  we  go  for  Alcantara, 
5Tis  the  great  Feaft  of  St,  Jago,  at  whofe  Church  to  morrow  is  to  be 
feen  all  the  Magnificence  of  this  Place. 

Com.  ’Tis  polfible  then  you  may  have  feen  Don  Philip  de  Monafco ] 
in  this  Town.  ,  ^ 

Fred.  I  have  only  heard  of  him,  Madam,  I  never  had  the  honour 
to  know  him.  * 

Corn.  Alas,  Sir,  ’tis  he  that  is  the  caufe  of  this  difguife,  this  Jour* 

jiey  to  Valencia,  and  of  all  the  misfortunes  that  have  yet  befaln  me; 

.  . '•  .  ^  --  -  r  No t 
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Nfbt  to  detain  you,  you  mull  know  that  Don  Vhilip  making  ufeofthe 
Acquaintance  of  our  Friends,  came  frequently  to  our  Honfe,  and  was 
always  entertain’d  with  that  welcome  that  was  due  to  theSonof  aMan 
of  Quality,  and  a  particular  Friend.  I  muft  confefs,  that  from^he  firft 
moment  1  faw  him,  I  had  a  more  than  ordinary  Joy  to  think  we  were 
under  the  fame  Roof,  . and  an  unufual  heavinefs  when  he  went  away. 
How  foon  doth  Love  find  entrance  into  a  weak  Woman’s  heart!  I 
fanci’d  whene’er  he  appear’d  before  me,  that  there  was  not  a  Man  in 
Spain  of  fuch  Beauty,  Grace,  and  Proportion  •,  but  when  he  fpoke, 
fure  Mullck  hung  upon  his  Tongue,  and  all  he  faid  I  thought 
Oraculous* 


Fred.  Nay,  now  you  are  far  gone  indeed. 

Corn.  Youl  excufe  my  weaknefs,  Sir.  After  many  difcourfes  we 
had  together  full  of  Complaifance  and  Gallantry,  He  at  laft  made 
fome  advances  o'f  Love.  You  may  imagine  I  was  not  difpleas’d  to 
find  a  mutual  concern.  This  humour  he  continued  for  many  days,  and 
at  laft  after  a  Thoufand  Solicitations  attended  with  Oaths  and  Pro- 
mifes  of  Marriage:  I  was  Fool  enough  to  yield. 

Fred.  Heavens/  Can  it  be? 

Corn.  To  an  agreement  to  meet  him  fuch  a  day. 

Fred.  Your  difcretion  may  be  yet  fafe.  But  pray,  Madam,  why  did 
you  not  give  your  Father  notice  of  your  mutual  Inclinations,  that  he 
might  have  procur’d  Don  Philip  for  your  Husband  ? 

'  Corn.  Becaufe  I  knew  he  had  given  his  word  to  another  Gentleman, 
and  had  commanded  me  to  prepare  to  accept  him  for  my  Husband, 
tho’  I  told  him  I  could  never  loye  him. 

Fred.  Well,  Madam,  when  the  day  came  ? 

Corn.  I  met  him  at  the  appointed  place,  but  had  the  prudence  to 
refolve  before-hand  not  to  yield  till  he  fhould  a&ually  have  Married 
me.  He  ufed  many  importunities  to  perfwade  me,  but,  I  thank  Hea¬ 
ven,  I  had  fo  much  reafon  left,  as  to  conflder,  that  fee  who  refus’d  to  .  • 

fend  for  a  Prieft,  when  I  gave  him  an  opportunity,  by  being  abfent 
from  my  Father’s  Houfe,  wou’d  fcarce  agree  to  do  it  when  he  had 
once  enjoy'd  me. 

Fred.  *Twas  wifely  reafon’d,  Madam  ;  fo  you  broke  off.' 

Com.  We  did  from  what  he  propos’d,  but  not  from  a  Con- 
trad  we  had  made  before.  • 

Fred<  Ha!  Contra&ed  ?  .  '  N 


Com:  A  Solemn  Contrad  had  pafs’d  between  us. 

Fred .  I.amforry  for’t.  Pray,  what  has  induc’d  you  to  come  hi¬ 
ther  in  diiguife? 

Corn.  Two  days  after  our  Adventure,  *  I  was  inform’d  that  Don 
Philip  was  privately  gone  to  this  Place,  in  order  to  take  Shipping  far 
, Naples ,  and  had  carried  with  him  a  beautiful  young  Lady,  whom  he 

’-had 


* 


day  or  two  I  took  a  refolution  to  difgmte  my  felf,  and  to  come  direft- 
lyto  Falenci*  to  find  out  this  ungrateful  Philip,  who  is  my  Husband 
before  Heaven,  tho’  another  has  the  happinefs  to  live  with  him. 
If  I  can  find  them,  I’ll  either  pull  her  by  f:>rce  out  of  his  Arms,  and 
‘let  the  World  know  the  claim  I  have  to  him,  or  if  he  refufes  to  own 
me  for  his  Wife,  he  (hall  experience  the  ReVenge  of  a  Negle&ed 
Woman.  V-v  -  : 

Fred.  Madam,  if  I  might  advife  you,  things  being  not  yet  gone  fo 
far  as  to  necefiitate  your  purfuit  of  him  at  this  rate,  you  (hould  even 
defpife  him  in  your  turn,  and  make  choice  of  another  that  (hould  be 
more  worthy  of  your  Love. 

Corn .  Alas,  Sir,  if  we  could  Love  whom  we  would,  yourCounfel 
might  be  chofeny  But  Love,  you  know,  has  Fate  in  it,  and  therefore 
cannot  be  withftood.  ,  : 

Fred .  You  may  be  Wedded  to  a  falfe  opiniop  of  Love  ^  there’s  no 
fuch  Aftrology  in  the  matter. 

Corn.  However,  ’tis  impoffible  I  can  ever  forget  Don  Philip. 

Fred .  Few  things  are  impoffible.  Madam,  they  only  appear  fo  to  us 
for  want  of  putting  them  in  pra&ice  *  However,  let  us  refer  this 
bufinefs,  if  you  pleafe,  till  the  morning  ;  you  mult  needs  want  reft 
after  the  fatigue  of  a  Journey.  To  morrow  you  may  Command  me 
as  far  as  I  have  any  Power. 

Com.  But,  Sir,  I  muft  intreat  one  Favour  of  you,  which  is,  that 
you  give  my  Brother  no  Intelligence  of  my  being  here,  for  I  fear  his 
Anger  as  much  as  the  negleft  of  Philip. 

Fred.  Madam,  I  (hall  be  careful  to  obey  your  Commands.  Good 
teft  to  the  fair  Cornelia.  (Exit. 

Corn .  Alas  !  lean  have  no  reft :  This  ungrateful  Man  will  keep  me 
for  ever  waking.-* To  goto  Bed  is  only  to  tofs  from  fide  to  fide ,  to 
be  tormented  with  Sighs,  and  inflam’d  with  Jealoufie. 


0  Lovejn  Notion  fo  tranfporting  Fair , 

Once  Felt ,  what  Wreks  and  Tortures  doji  Thou  hear 
Between  the  Flames  of  Hope  andColdneft  of  Defpair. 


.  Z'  -y  ~ 

The  End  of  the  Firjl  Alt. 


} 


ACT  the  Second 


SCENE  the  Firft: :  The  Jtreet. 


Enter  Dm  Bernardo,  Donna  Olivia  in  Mans  Cloaths . 

/  — V 


rr^He  relation  you  hare  made  me,  Madam,  of  this  ungratc- 
X  fol  as  it  makes  me  look  upon  you  with  the  tendereft 
Companion,  fo  it  gives  me  reafon  to  deteft  the  Author  of  your  mis¬ 
fortune.  You  fey  he  promis’d  you  Marriage  firft  with  all  the  marks 
of  fincerity.  ^  ^  #  , 

v  01.  He  wifh’d  a  thoufand  times  that  Heaven  might  pour  down 
Vengeance  on  his  head,  if  he  prov’d  falfe. 

Ber.  What  a  Villain  is  he  then  for  leaving  you  thus  / 

Oi.  He  isfo,  and  yet  I  love  this  Villain.  O  !  Bernardo ,  do  but 
frame  to  your  felf  the  fofteft  delights  that  ever  any  Lov’d  Woman 
*  has  yet  rais’d  in  your  Soul :  Fancy  how  tranfported  you  fhouldbe  with 
the  full  pofleffion  of  her  Charms  .*  Think  what  a  pain  ’twould  be  to 
live  depriy’d  of  fuch  a  happinefs  *,  and  then  conclude  what  I  have 
loft  in  Philip . 

Ber .  Amazement !  Can  there  be  fo  much  felicity  in  our  Sex  /  I 
thought  all  we  had  on  Earth  was  to  be  found  in  yours. 

01.  I  find  you  think  me  vain.  Sir,  in  giving  fuch  a  Charafter  of  a 
Man,  with  whom  I  have  had  fome  underftanding  :  Jgut  ’tis  my  in¬ 
firmity,  pray  pafs  it  by.  1  ' 

Ber.  Pardon  me,  Madam,  I  am  well  pleas’d  than  any  of  our  Sex 
can  be  fo  very  acceptable.  I’ll  recant  the  nameof  Villain  I  call’d  him 
too,  if  ’twould  oblige  you. 

01  His  leaving  me  looks  unkind  enough,  indeed,  but  could  I  meet 
him  here,  I  fhould  not  doubt  the  recovery  of  his  heart,  I  know  it 
was  nothing  but  a  youthful  fally  to  make  me  fenfible  of  the  want  of 
his  dear  Company,  that  I  might  receive  him  at  his  return  with  more 
than  ufual  Ardour. 

Ber .  How  ready  the  fond  thing  is  toexcufe  this  treacherous  FeL 

low!  ,  ■  (Jifiji 

Ol.  But  whatever  be  the  caufe,  I  mull  intreat  you.  Cnee  the  Ac¬ 
cident  df  my  voice  brought  you  to  difeover*  my  paflion,  that  you 
would  give  me  your  affiftarice,  as  foon  as  ’tis  day,  to  Cnd  out  this 
Rambler,  if  he  be  in  Valencia  j  if  not,  O  misfortune  /  Whither  fhgll 
1  go  to  feek  him  ?  .  Ber.  You 


Per.  You  may  command  my  failhfulcft  fervicc. 

01.  Another  Requefl  I  have  to  make  to  you,  which -  is,  that  you 
conceal  my  being  here  from  Don  Frederick's  knowledge  for  the 
prefent.  '  '  % 

Per.  I  jfhall  obey  you.  You’ll  give  me  ieave  to  wait  on  you  to  your 
Lodging,  and,  as  foon  as  ’tisday,  I  fhall  not  fail  to  fend  to  know  your 
Commands. 

01.  You  maintain  the  Character  the  World  is  full  oft  [ ’Exeunt, 


Don  Philip  and  his  Man. 

Phil.  Sure  I  mull  be  near  Don  Sebafiians :  Anthony ,  don't  you 
know  the  Street  ?  >  • 

i  Ant.  If  ’twere  not  quite  fo  dark*,  poflibly  I  might,  Sir. 

Phil.  As  far  as  I  remember,  we  Ihould  pafs  -by  this  Church, 
i  Am.  Ay,  Sir,  you  were  always  for  palling  by  the  Church,  I’ll 
fay  that  for  you  *,  but  if  you  live  at  this  rate,  the  Church  won’t  pafs 
You  by  very  long. 

Philr  Why  how  now,  Sirra,  you  are  Witt v  to  night  .*  What,  you 
have  been  punning  in  Donna  Eleonoras Kitchim,  fervile  Rogue  / 
i  Am.  Faith,  Sir,  ’tis  a  miltake,  with  yqur  pardon  y  for  there 
was  Mrs.  Pert,  her  Maid,  who  has  fo  unreafonable  a  Tongue,  thatfet 
it  once  a  going,  ’tis  a  very  Laram  for  an  hour  together,  fo  that  no 
body  can  be  heard  but  fhe.  Will  you  give  me  leave,  Sir,  to  teH  you 
fomething  lhe  faid  ? 

Phil.  Barring  all  Smut,  and  fo  forth,  which  thou  canft  no  more 
forbear  interlarding  in  thy  dilcourfe,'  thsin  an  Old  Maid  when  lhe  is 
pall  hopes  of  Matrimony. 

i  Am.  Smut,  Sir,  I  fcorn  your  Words  *  I’ll  have  you  to  know  wc 
Frenchmen  have  more  good  Breeding. 

Phil.  Nay,  your  Nation  has  the  Character  for  good  Manners, 
i  Ant.  Ay,  and  for  good  Courage,  good  Politicks,  and  good  Sub- 
je&s,  Begar.  * 

Phil.  How  do  you  make  your  Courage  out,  pray,  my  llnderftan- 
ding  Valet? 

i  Am.  Why,  we  always  get  the  better  of  our  Enemies  by  our 
Numbers,  and  fo  our  Courage  is  not  difputed.  Then  as  for  Poli¬ 
ticks,  don’t  you  know  a  Nation,  Sir,  that  has  had  cunning  enough 
to  get  a  Peace  concluded,  when  ’twas  Six  to  four  that  it  had  been  un¬ 
done  in  another  Campagne. 

Phil .  Pm  afraid  that  condition  regarded  more  than  one  Nation. 
Well,  and  how  are  you  good  Subjefts? 

i  Ant.  In  troth,  I  think  we  are  very  good,  eafieSubje&s,  to  Mer 
all  to  be  reftor’d  in  one  Day  that  we  had  been  getting  for  half  an 
Age. 

Phil.  Admirable  Pafquil  /  Well,  but  thou  halt  rambled  all  this 
while  from  thy  Theme :  Thou  art  a  trnc  Fmtchmanin  thy  Tongue  at 
lcaft*  which  is  ever  running  a  fwift  Courft  without  any  Goal  before 
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It.  I  thought  I  was  to  have  had  a  dec< 

.  Vlr'fe 

i  ^wr.  Sir,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  with  all  my  heart :  Why,  Sir; 
what  do  you  think  this  wicked  Jade  told  me  ? 

Phil.  Come,  out  w*ft  it. 

1  Ant.  Why,  Sir,  as  fure  as  you’re  alive,  this  Water-wagtail  told 
roe,  that  the  whole  bufinefs  of  this  wicked  Town  was  Love. 

■  PhiL  Say’fl  thou  fo,  my  little  Anthony 

i  Ant.  Nay,  I  knew  ’twould  pleafe  you,  for  you  are  fuch  a  Hawk 
at  the  Sex,  that  the  very  name  of  an  Intrigue,  tho’  you  were  to  crofs 
the  Sea  for’t,  would  be  a  Lure  to  you.  But,  pray,  Sir,  let  me  in¬ 
treat  you  to  fet  me  a  better  Example,  that  we  may  both  leave  this 
pernicious  way*,  for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  havefo  great  a  refpeft 
for  you,  that  I  can  no  more  forbear  following  all  your  fleps  like  a 
true  Serving  man,  than  an  old  Sharper  can  thofeof  a  young  Heir. 

Phil.  Leave  off*  your  Canting,  Sir ra ,  for  thou  lov’ft  Woman’s 
flefh  as  naturally  as  Spaniards  love  Conftancy,  or  Englishmen  Change. 

i  Ant.  But,  Sir,  hov^ can  you  fo  foon  forget  the  Beautiful  Cornelia  l 
I  date  fwear  fhe’s  pining  and  languilhing  for  her  Contra&ed  Husband. 

PhiL  Let  her  languifh  on;  A  foolifh  Wench,  fhe  might  have  had 
what  fhe  languifh’d  for,  but  Vertue,  forfooth,  flew  in  her  face,  and 
made  her  refolve  to  ftarve  her  Love.  Now  for  a  Woman,  commend 
me  to  Olivia ,  that  no  fooner  lov’d  but  nourifh’d  her  defire,  leaving 
the  dull  fantaftick  notion  of  Fame  and  Honour,  for  the  lively  fubftan- 
tial  Enjoyment  of  Man  and  Happinefs. 

~  i  Ant.  And  yet  you  could  forfake  her  too. 

Phil.  Yes,  becaufefhe  began  to  trouble  me,  like  the  other,  with 
my  promife  of  Marriage :  They  would  have  had  me  worn  a  very 
fir  ait  Shooe  that  galls  and  pinches  one  even  to  Lamenefs.  To  mar¬ 
ry  is  to  open  Pandora's  Box,  which  is  no  fooner  done,  but  all  kinds 
of  miferies  flutter  about  your  Ears.  * 

1  Ant .  And  have  you  no  qualms  of  Confcience  for  thefe  things  ? 

Phil.  Not  I,  fool  •  Pleafure.is  my  Employment,  and>  my  Confci-. 

cnce  is  fubfervient  to  it. 

Ruffians  peep  in. 

iRufi  Itmuflbe  he  by  what  we  have  heard  ••  Courage,  Friends, 
prepare. 

2  Ruf.  HI  have  his  head  at  the  firft  flroak,  an  ungrateful  Villain. 

Four  or  five  enter  and  come  forward. 

i  Ant.  I  hear  , a  noife,  Sir :  Let  us  jog  on  and  find  the  Houfe,  if  it 
be  poffible.  .  .  ^ 

Phil.  Stay.  Who’s  there?  What’s  your  bufinefs?  ’ 

i  Rnf.  We  come  to  Vend  a  Villain  to  the  Devil. 

e  Ant.  *  I  am  Thunderflruck,  TmDead;  did:  not  I  tell  you*  Sir; 
that  the  injuries  you.have  done  to  thofe  Gentlewomen  would  come 
to  you, ,  and  now  you  have  involv’d  me  too  ? 
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to  me,  dee  hear,  or, 
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into  their  hands,  whoever  they  are.  (Afide  to  him • 
Ant.  (trembling  I  will  ftand  clofe,  Sir.  A  pox  confound  them 
for  me.  -  .  .  ....  :  m  vw'  i 

-  Phil.  Wei],  who  is  this  Villain  you  t?lk  of  ?  If  you  expert  to  find 
him  here,  you  are  deceiv  d.  /  ,  . 

1  Ruf.  We  know  you  are  a  Villain',  as  fare  as  you  are'Don  Philip, 
therefore  fall  on,  Friends. 

Phil.  Nay,  then  ’tistime  to  defend  our  felves  Aithony,  keep  clqfe 
to  me,  or  dee  heir,  I  flia’l  thruft:  you  before  me  to  be  firit  (lain. 

.  Ant .  Poor  Anthony  \  how  hard  it  is  t^iat  other  Mens  fins  fhould  fall 
upon  thy  head !  ( They  draw . 

Phil.  Will  you  hear  me?  I  am  not  the  Man  you  take  me  for:  I: 
am  a  ftranger  here. 

2  Ruf.  No,  no-  fall  on,  fallen. 

1  Ruf.  Courage,  Lads,  remember  the  Reward it  ’Tis  to  kill  a 

Villain,  fa  5tis  no  murder.  *  , 

2  Ruf.  If  he  were  an  honeft  Man  ’twere  all  one  to  me.  What,  e- 
very  Manmuft  live  in  his  way. 

Ant.  O  bloody-minded  Rogues  /  I  wifh  I  do  not  fwoon  before  the  ' 

fight  begins.  ( Trembling, 

Phil.  Since  no  intreaties  will  prevail,  come  on  :  I  ihall  fend  fome 
of  you,  blood  hounds^  to  Hell, before  you  murder  me, I  {ha\\.(They  fight, 

( Don  Bernardo  by  the  clajbing  of  Swords  is  brought  that  way , 
and  joyns  witb  Philip.  - 

Ber.  Take  Courage,  Sir  $  you  have  one  by  your  fide  that  would 
ftand  by  you,  were,  the  number  of  your  Adversaries  double. 

Fhil.  Whoe’er  you  are,  you  are  very  generous. 

Ant.  Nay,  then  I’ll  e’en  fteal  away,  and  fave  my  felf.  ( freaks  off. 

(They  fight  fill,  atlaft  thenoifeof  the  Watch  makes  the' 
Ruffians  retire. 

i  Ruf.  The  Watch  !  The  Watch  !  Let  us  (liift  for  our  felves !  • 

(Theyfcower  off  fever  al  ways', 

Phil.  Sir,  I  am  extreamly  in  your  debt  for  your  timely  affiftance 
and  (hould  be  glad  to  know  of  whom  1  have  receiv’d  fo  important  a 
fervice. 

Ber.  I  havedone  no  more,  Sir,  than  the  duty  of  a  Gentleman  ob¬ 
lig’d  me  to you  were  over  power’d  by  Numbers,  and  Humanity 
forc’d  me  to  take  your  part.  My  name  is  of  little  moment  to  yon, \ 
fince  I  am  a  ftranger  in  this  Place. 

Phil.  You  are  my  preferver,  however  .*  Let  me  intreat  yon then  t6  1 
be  feen  to  morrow.  The  Watch,  lfind,  is  alarm’d,  and  will  bee-  \ 
very  where  ^  Their  rudenefs  is  to  be  avoided. . 

Ber.  You  may  Command  me  any  where  in  the  morning. 

Phil.  Let  it  be  then  near  the  great  Church,  at  Ten. 

Ber.  You’l  pleafe  to  give  me  Your  name. 


Thii  Yon  mud  excufe  me,  Sir,  for  fomc  private  rcafon  . 
you’ll  p!ea£rto  wear  this  Sword,  whofe  Hilt  is  of  a  remarkable  Frame, 
and  of  n/6  ordinary  Value,  I  lhall  liave  tke  pleafure  of  knowing  you 
again  at  the  time  >nd  place.  .  . 

Bcr.  ^he  fati^faftion  you  promife  me,  makes  me  willing  to  ex¬ 
change  Sword^,  which  Ifhould  otherwife  be  afham’d  to  do,  fince 

(  They  change  Swords. 
( Watch  without ,  cry,  This  way,  this  way. 


mine  is  of-tfo  value. 


Goodnight,  Sir. 

'  Thil.  -Fortune  ever  attend  you.  Anthony l  Where  the  Devil  is  he? 
Sure  he  is  not  dropt  in  the  Fray  :  1  ne'er  mifs’d  him  tity  now  but 
let  him  be  where  he  will  I  muft  avoid  this  Watch.  (  (Exit. 

Enter  three  or  four  Watchmen. 

1  Watch.  Here  this  way  they  went.  Let’s  after  them.'  #  • 

2  Watch.  Follow,  follow  !  (All follow. 

Re-enter  Bon  Bemads. 

Ber.  I  can  go  iro  way  but  thefe  damn’d  Conftables,  and  thejr  guard 
of  Watchmen  are  upon  the  hunt.  How  to  efcape  them,  I  don’t  well 
know.  ( A  noife  without ,  This  way,  )this  way. 

The  dogs  are  upon  full  feent,  and  I  lhall  be  finely  mumbled  if  I 
flay  here.  Ha  /  a  door  open ;  nay,  then  there  needs  no  paufing  for 
a  refolution  what  to  do.  (Goes  in ,  and  Jhuts  the  door  fafi ; 

Enter  Con  fable  and  Watchmen ,  with  ifi.  Anthony.  x 

1  Wat.  Here’s  one  of  the  Rogues. 

2  Watch.  Come,  bring  him  before  our  Prince  of  Darknefs  here,  to 

be  examin’d,  *  . 

i  Ant.  Prince  of  Darknefs,  hum !  then  afn  I  in  Hell  it  Teems,  (a fide. 
Confi .  (in  his  Chair.}  Come,  Sir,  in  the  firft  place>  Who  are  you, 
that  has  had  the  Impudence  to  difturb  the  King’s  Peace,  and  the  Quiet 
of  our  Government  ? 


i  Ant.  Truly,  Sir,  the  King’s  Peace,  and  .  your  Government  put 
together,  have  made  me  forget  my  ielf  in  the  Wonder. 

Confi.  Sir,  I’ll  have  you  to  know,  I  am  the  King’s  Image,  and 
Viceroy  of  hisNo&urnal  hours  in  Valencia. 

i  Ant.  Nay,  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon  now  you  have  explain’d  your 
fclf,  and  to  give  you  no  further  trouble,  my  name  is  honelt  Anthony. 

i  Watch.  Ho  nett:  Anthony  l  here  s  a  Rogue  now,  when,  as  I  am  an 
Affiftant  to  his  Majefty’s  Image  here,  I  found  him  cram’d  in’a  Cellar 
Window. 

Con.  Nay,  ’tis  very  fufpitious,  let  me  tell  you.  Friends  for  if  he 
had  not  been  upon  fome  Wicked  Defign,  he  would  ne’er  have  hid 
himfclf. 

All.  Plain,  plain  :  Some  Houfe-breaker. 

%  Watch.  I  warrant  he^s  a  Gendary  in  his  heart,  and  came  to  fet 
fire  to  the  City. 


to  pafs  by  the  Sword,  they  may  try  to  do  by  Fire. 

*  i  jint.  Pauvre  Antoine ! 

1  Watch.  D’ee  hear,  Mr.  Conftable,  what  /Gibberilh  the  Rogue 
fpeaks:  I  warrant  that’s  Treafon,  if  we  knew  what’twas.  1  fay, 
let  him  be  hang’d  without  any  more  a-doe. 

2  Watch.  What,  d’ee  talk  of  hanging  only  I  humbly  move,  Mr.  < 
Conftable,  that  he  may  be  firfb  hang’d  and  then  drown’d. 

Con.  Nay,  hold  a  little,  my  hearts  of  Steel :  1  he  Law  takes  no- 
tice  df  Life  anci  Death*  d’ee  fee.  Let  us  proceed  regular,- d’ee  mind; 

If  upon  further  Examination,  that  is  - —  we  find  him  a  Vagabond 
- That  is  to  fay — a  Fellow,  that - you  know  my  meaning. 

1  Watch.  Ay,  ay  .*  One  that  can’t  anfwer  for  himfelf. 

Con.  Ay,  that’s  it,  Tow,  the  very  thing  I  would  have  faid :  But  as 
I  was  faying,  if  he  can  give  no  ’cotant  of  himfelf,  that  is — - — We’ll 
put  him  in  the  Stocks  till  morning,  d’ee  mind,  and  then  carry  him 
before  a  Magiftrate.  This  is  a  Conflable’s  duty. 

2  Watch.  Ay,  ay,  ’tis  fo,  Mr.  Conftable  :  I  had  forgot  my  felf. 

Con.  Well,  Friend,  fince  the’Qjreftion  of  Who  are  you  is  anfwer’d, 

the  next  is  always,  What  are  you  ? 
i  Watch.  Ay,  Sir,  what  are  you  ?  ha  / 

i  Mt.  Why  truly,  Sir,  I  am  a  ftranger  here,  I  mull  own.  But— 
Con.  He  has  Condemn'd  himfelf  :  A  mifchievous  Rogue,  I  warrant 
him.  What  fay  you,  Gentlemen,  (hall  we  proceed  to  Sentence  t 
j4li.  Ay,  ay,  to  Sentence,  to  Sentence.  '  * 

i  Watch.  And  then  to  Execution  with  him. 

1  Ant.  Nay,  good  Gentlemen,  dp  but  hear  me  :  I  am  not- — — 

2  Watch.  Stop  his  mouth  for  him  \  he’s  Convi&ed.  ; 

i  Watch.  Ay,  ay  -7  ’tis  not  the  cuftom  for  a  Criminal  to  fpeak  after 
Convi&ion.  BeTilent,  you,  had  beft,  and  harken  to  your  Sentence. 

Con.  Well  then,  fince  we  have,  upon  a  full  Hearing  and  a  clear  * 
Evidence,  found  him  to  be  a  Rogue,  the  next  thing  is,  to  proceed 
to  Sentence,  which  I  pronounce  thus.  You  are,  Sirra,  to  fit  in  the 
Stocks  till  morning,  and  then  you  muft  expe&  to  go  to  Prifon,  and 
from  thence  to  be  hang’d  at  leaft,  if  not  impal’d  alive. 

I  Ant.  O  malheitreux  qite  Je  fuis !  ■* 

i  Watch.  Come,  awa^  with  him  •,  away  with  him: 
jill.  Away/  Away/  ( Exeunt . 


Scene  changes  to,  Don  Fredericks  Lodgings. 

'  Enter  Don  Frederick  alone >  mth  a  Candle. 

*  ■  ^  .  ...  i 

Fred.  What,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  ail’ft  thou,  Frederick,  that 
ou  canfl:  not  go  to  deep  ?  Is  it  not  the  time  when  Men  forget  their 


have  crav’d  admittance  there,  but  that  I  recollefted  fhe^  was  tit 
with  her  Journey:,  and  'twould  be  barbarous  to  wake  her.-  Ha/ wake 
her  !  What  pretence  have  I  to  wake  her  ?  Wake  whom,  Cornelia  -, 
for  what?  Have  a  care,  Frederick ,  this  Woman  runs  in  thy  head  fb 
much,  that  there  is  no  reafon  either  in  thy  a&Lons,  or  thy  talk.  Why 
then  I  am  in  Love,  it  feems :  Speed  you.  Sir.  In  Love  /  with  whom  ? 
Why,  Cornelia.  There  ’tis  again  :  With  one,  that  has  left  a  kind 
Father,  to  run  a  gadding  after  an  Ungrateful  Lover.  O  well  plac’d 
Affection  ! 


\  If  1  mu ft  feel your  power,  cruel.  Cupid, 

Why  have  you  made  me  fix  my  thoughts  on  one , 

From  whom  I  can  ex  pc  ft  no  kind  return  ? 

But  the  blind  Boy  delights  in  Tyranny.  p 

Well,  flnce  I  can’t  lleep,  I’ll  e’en  walk  out,  and  try  if  I  can  meet  Don 
Bernardo.  (Goes  to  the  door,  and  calls  Anthony.  . 

How  fait  the  Rafcal  is  /  Stretch’d  upon  the  Floor  he  fleeps  as  hearti¬ 
ly  as  if  he  had  taken  Opipm.*  Thou  haft  no  cares  to  keep  thee  wa¬ 
king,  much  happier  than  thy  M  after.  Why  Anthony! 

(He  anfveers  without ,  Sir ,  Sir. 

Make  no  noife,  but  come  hither. 

Enter  2  Anthony  ^yawning,  and  rubbing  his  Eyes. 

2  Ant.  What  would  your  Worlhip  have,  Sir  ?  you  wak’d  me  out 
of  the  moft  extraordinary  Dream.  (yawning. 

,  End.  What  was  your  Dream,  you  fleepy  fot  ?  here,  take  the  Candle. 

2  Ant.  -Why,  Sir,  methought  the  World  was  turn’d  Topfte-turvy* 
Integrity  was  come  in  fafhion  at  Court,  and  Modefty  the  road  to 
Preferment  there.  Great  Minifters  no  longer  wrack’d  Attendance 
and  advanc’d  Men  of  Worth,  vvithout  putting  them  to  the  blufh  to 
ask.  Lawyers  forbore  taking  Fees  on  both  fides,  and  Phyficians  af-  ' 
ter  their  Patients  were  dead.  The  Clergy  were  in  efteem  for  not 
going  from  their  Text,  and  Tradelmen  were  grown  Confcientioos.' 

*  Right  and  Wrong  were  no  more  the  Subje&s  of  Difpute,  and  Men 
of  Sence  valu  d  Things  more  than  Words.  Envy  and  Oftentation  • 
were  no  longer  known  among  Wits  and  Criticks,  nor  Controverlles 
among  Divines.  < 

Fred.  Why#  this  was  a  Golden  Age. 

2  Ant.  Ay,  Sir,  would  it  were  more  than  a  Dream.  But  to  pur- 
liie  it, methought  all  Women  were  grown  Vertuous  ^  Balls  and  MaT 
querades  were  quite  laid  alide  ^  Vails  and  Vizards  were  out  of  doors 
they  were  notfuffer’d  ev’n  at  the  Playhoufes;  City  Ladies  no  longer 
affefied  to  out-fhine  Quality, nor  Court  Lords  joynd  iflue  with  the  Ci¬ 
ty-  In  a  Word,  Sir,  Honefty,  Difcretion  and  good  Breeding  went 
hand  in  hand  together. 

Fred.  But  how  will  you  Interpret  this  Dream  ? 

z  Ant.  Nay,  Sir,  if  once  you  come  to  that,  I  know  what  ’twill  come 
t0“  Fred.  What  ? 
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2  Ant.  Ev’n  nothing,  Sir  5  for  the  rule  of  interpreting  dreams  is 
by  their  contraries. 

Fred.  Therefore  you’re  out,  for  if  you  perfue  that  rule,  you  have 
the  very  World  we  live  in.  But  no  more  -0  1  have  a  mind  to  walk 
out  to  try  if  I  can  meet  Don  Bernardo.  Make  no  anfiver,  but  fallow 
me.  *  ( Exeunt. 

fc;  *  yjk 

.  ;  i'  •  # 

SCENE  the  Street.  , 

Enter  Don  Philip,  with  two  of  Don  Sebaftian’j  Servants ,  with  Lanthorns 


Phil.  Hold,  let  me  fee  ;  It  muft  be  hereabouts  that  I  was  fet  upon 
by  Ruffians,  and  reliev’d  by  a  ttrange  Gentleman,  when  I  mifs’d  my 
Man  Anthony.  Pray  let  us  look  about  for  him :  ’Tis  poffible  he  may 
have  fain  in  the  Encounter  ^  if  he  did,  he  (hall  have  a  decent  Funeral 
for  the  Service  he  has  done  me.  Yet  I  would  not  lofe  the  Rogue 
neither,  if  I  could  help  it,  becaufe  he  us’d  to  divert  me  often  with 
his  Country  raillery/  (The  Servants  are  looking  about  all  this  time. 
You  fay  Don  Sebaftianh  not  at  home  to  night. 

1  Ser.  No,  Seignor  ,  begs  you  would4  excufe  him  till  morning. 

Phil.  With  all  my  heart. 

Enter  Don  Frederick,  and  his  Man. 

Ha  !  who  are  thefe  that  come  this  way  ?  One  of  your  Lights,  that  1 
may  view  them. 

Fred.  Good  Evening,  Seignor.  -  ;  \ 

Phil.  Seignor,  the  like  to  you.  fFred.  pajfes'by ,  and  his  Man 

Ha  !  is  not  tha t  Anthony  ?  comes  after* 

1  Ser.  As  I  live,  Anthony  rifen  from  the  dead. 

2  Ant.  Yes,  Sirs,  my  name  is  Anthony ,  but  I  was  never  dead  yet, 

I  thank  Heaven  .*  If  you  will  not  believe  me,  my  Matter,  who  is  gone 
before,  will  confirm,  that  I  have  been  alive  at  lcaft  thefe  two  years. 

Phil.  How,  Slave!  have  you  forfaken  me  then,  and,  not  only  fo 
foon  found  another  Matter,  but  do  you  banter  me  too  ? 

Fred,  turns  back.)  Ha!  what  mean  you.  Friends Forlaken  whom? 
Whom  has  he  banter’d  ?  Pray  give  him  leave  to  do  his  duty  in  fol¬ 
lowing  me.  s 

Phil.  Hey  day  !  Pray  do  you  give  your  opinions  of  him  ? 

(To  Don  Seb’f  Servants . 
Is  not  this  Anthony ,  that  came  with  me  to  your  Matter’s  Houfe ;  and 
has  been  with  me  ever  fince,  till  within  this  half  hour  ? 

\  .  (Both  view  him. 

1  Ser.  Why,  what  a  Rogue  are  you,  Anthony,  to  deny  your  felf  to 
your  Matter  ? 

2  Ser.  ’Tis  either  Ahthony^  or  the  Devil  in  his  fhape,  that’s  certain. 

Phil.  Now,  Sir,  are  you  convinc’d  yet  ? 

13  Fred.  Of 
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Fred.  Of  your  raiftake,  I  am  fure  you  are  all  bewitch’d 
thus.  I  tell  you,  he  has  liv’d  with  me  thefe  two  years  in  Italy,  and 
we  are  newly  arriv’d  here  from  thence.  , 
x  Phil.  Nay,  Sir,  fince  you  are  fo  pofitive,  and  he’s  fuch  a  Rafcal  to 
deny  me,  I  have  done :  You  (hall  keep  your  Man,  and  inuch  good 
may  he  do  you  y  only  fpare  me  one  word,  which  is  this,  ’tis  very  cer¬ 
tain,  that  one  and  the  felf-farae  Perfon,  could  not  have  liv’d  with 
mein  Spain,  and  with  you  in  Italy,  at  the  fame  time  •,  tho’  one  of 
our  Modern  Virtuofi  has  boldly  undertaken  to  prove  the  poffibility 
of  fuch  a  thing.  But,  Sir,  ’tis  as  certain,  that  this  very  individual  ? 
Fellow  that  you  have  taken  in tg  your  Service,  has  been  my  Man  eve¬ 
ry  day  for  thefe  fix  months,  or  it  mud  be  the  Devil  in  his  Perlon. 

Fred .  Sir,  we  are  all  fubjeft  to  be  deceiv'd  \  ’tis  likely  youf  Man 
might  bear  fome  refemblance  to  him  •,  that  you  are  miftaken  in  him,  , 
I’ll  wager  my  Eftate  \  for,  I  repeat  it  to  you  again,  he  has  liv’d  with 
me  thefe  two  years. 

2  -Jtot-.  Truly,  Sir,  Ilhould  be  forry  to  offend  you*  or  any  Gen- 
leman>  but,  upon  my  honed  Word,  Sir,  I  never  faw  your  Face  be* 
fore. 

Phil.  Be  damn’d.  Sir.  Come,  let  us  go :  I’m  weary  of  this  illufion . 

t  Ser.  Ay,  Sir*  pray  lef  us  go,  Jbrfcar  it  (hould  be  the  Devil  in  , 
good  earned. 

Phil.  Speed  you.  Sir,  with  your  new  fervant. 

{Exeunt  Don  Philip  and  Bon  Sebaftian’j  Men. 

Fred.  What  a  Whirafical  Adventure  have  1  met  with  ?  I  wonder 
what  time  of  the  Moon  ’tis  *  Sure  thefe  Men  have  loft  their  Wits,* 
they  could  ne’er  hare  been  fo  miftaken  elfe.  Well,  the  morning  may  ’ 
difeover  more  of  this.-  I’ll  take  t’other  walk,  and  fee  what  I  can 
meet  with  next.  {Exeunt. 


'■  ■  ‘r; 
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The  End  of the  Second  Alt*- 
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A  C  T  the  Third.  SCENE  theFirft. 

i**  *  4  ,  ,  «.  .  ;  ,  N  .  i"  ,  -  , 

Eleonora 's  Lodgings. 

Enter  Don  Bernardo,  and  Dor ila.  ' 

■  »  /  * 

jfor.  T  Believe  I  furprisM  you,  but  I  had  no  other  way  to  efcape 
A  the  ru(le  Watch,  neither  did  1  knowywhofe  door  it  was  I  fo 
feafonably  found  open,  tho*  at  an  unfeafonable  hour. 

Dor.  My  Lady  was  horribly  frightned,  when  I  told  her  fird  of  it, 
but  when  (he  was  a  little  recover’d,  (he  call  d  me  to  her  Bedfide,  and' 
whiip’ring,  lead  her  Aunt,  whom  (he  lay  with,  (hould  hear  her, 
charg'd  me  to  beg  ^rour  Excufe  for  her  not  feeing  you  \  and  that 
you  might  be  convinc’d,  ’twas  nothing  but  the  fear  of  her  Aunt,  if 
(he  (hould  attempt  to  rife,  that  hindred  it:  She  commanded  me  to 
prefent  you  with  this  Ring,  as  a  Tediraony  of  her  Favour. 

Ber .  Nay  then,  Mrs.  Dorila ,  you  mud  oblige  me  fo  far  as  to  accept 
of  this.  ( Gives  her  A4<Mey, 

Pray  tell  your  Lady,  1 11  ever  wear  it  for  her  fake,  and  to  morrow  I 
hope  to  acknowledge  to  her  in  Perfon,  this  generous  Favour;  In  the 
meantime,  pray  do  you  make  my  Excufe  to  her  for  this  Accident 
and  the  didurbance  I  have  unhappily  caus’d  her.  Good  morrow,  Mrs’ 
Dorila.  .  ' 

Dor.  I  (hall  obey  your  Commands,  Seignor.  (Exit  Ber. 

I  am  glad  he’s  gone,  for  if  Don  Sehaftian  and  he  (hould  have  met 
here,  there  would  have  been  fine  Work.  Now  doth  this  Amorift 
believe  he  has  receiv’d  a  (ignal  favour  from  his  Midrefs,  when  in 
truth  (he  knows  nothing  of  the  matter.  The  Ring’s  but  a  Trifle,  and 
was  given  her  formerly  by  Don  Philip,  and  (he  gave  it  me  .*  However, 
as  foon  as  her  Lover  Sehaftian  goes,  I  mud  acquaint  her  with  it  to 
prepare  her  againd  the  next  time  (he  fees  Bernardo.  Well,  let  the 
Men  fay  what  they  will,  our  Wits  are  quickeft,  that’s  certain.  (Exit. 

SCENE  the  Street.  * 

9 

Don  Philip’*  man  Anthony  in  the  Stoch. 

.  "  ■  x  -ft  '•  -  *  »  • 

i  Ant.  Poor  Anthony !  This  Punilhment  is  certainly  a  Judgment  up¬ 
on  thee  for  ferving  fc  debauch’d  a  Mader.  Well,  Don  Philip 

D  2  you 


you  have  been  met  with  too  :  .  If  yon  are  {lain  by  thole  Ruffians  I  left 
you  engaged  with,  why  then  my  Cowardice  has  got  the  advantage 
of  your  Courage.  If  you  have  efcap’d  them,  I  hope  the.danger  will  be 
a  warning  for  you  to  reform  your  Life.  O  my  Legs,  my  Legs  ! 
Now  am  I  juft:  for  all  the  World  as  if  I  were  Married.  Ha  !  who 
comes  here  ?  >  . 


Don  Bernardo  faffing  that  way. 

Ber.  ’Tis  yet  too  early  to  go  home  for  one  of  my  wakeful  Confti- 
tution.  I’ll  e’en  faunter, about,  ,and  if  nothing  happens  worthy  my  : 
humble  attention  here  below,  I’ll  ered  my  face,  and  pleafe  my  felf 
with  the  obfervation  of  the  growing  day :  Noris’t  an  unprofitable 
Amufement  to  view  the  reparation  of  Light  and  Darknefs,  to  fee 
day  and  night  ftruggle  for  Empire.  For  by  this  reflexion  may  one  ‘ 
learn  the  nature  of  humane  paffions,  that  at  firft  make  wild  conten¬ 
tion  with  our  Reafon,  which  riling  by  degreesrlike  the  Lights  force, 
difperfes  all  their  gloom,and  brings  forth  Day  to  the  Understanding, 
i  Ant .  This  mutt  be  fome  Philofopher,  or  Star-gazer. 

Ber.  Ha  !  One  fo  near  me.  Who  are  you,  fpeak? 
i  Ant.  No  Dancing- matter- — — -for  I  want  Legs; 

'  Ber .  Sure  ’tis  Anthony  $  voice.  (Ant roaches  him. 

Why,  how  now,  Anthony ,  how  came  you  here,  and  in  this  humility  f 
i  Ant.  Sir,  if  you’ll  vouchfafe  to  let  me^know  how  you  came  fo 
well  acquainted  with  me,  Pll  foon  anfwer  you. 

Ber.  What,  is  your  Preferment  fo  great,  that  you  have  forgot  me  ? 

I  cftuld  hardly  have  expeded  to  have  found  the  Quality  of  a  Great 
Man  in  the  Stocks. 

i  Ant.  You  are  a  very  pleafant  Gentleman.  But,  Sir, ’tis  an  un- 
feafonable  time  for  mirth  \  and  take  this  from  me,  I  never  faw  you 
in  my  Life  before. 

Ber*  Sure  he’s  diftraded.  Pray,  who  are  you.  Friend  ? 

1  Ant.  lam  a  Native  of  that  Country  that  you  fcorn,  tho*  it  has 
made  you  tremble.  1  have  the  honour  to  be  a  Subjed  of  the  Grand 
Monarque,  who,  in  time  of  War,  knew  how  to  turn  a  Skirmifh  into 
a  great  Fight ;  the  redu&ion  of  a  Village-  into  that  of  an  invincible 
Cattle,  and  the  lofs  of  a  Battle  into  an  abfolute  Vidory,  andfung  Te 
Deum  for  them  all.  ( All  this  in  a  big  voice.  * 

Ber.  A  very  Politick  Perfon !  And  where  do  you  live,  my  notable 
States-man  ? 

i  Ant.  In  theiStocks. 

Ber.  pood.  But  where,  before  you  were  thus  exalted  ? 
i  Ant.  I  ferv’d  a  Spaniard. 

Ber.  All  this  agrees  mighty  well.  Pray,  what’s  his  name  ?  ; 
i  Ant.  Perfonne.  Jl  rftn  a  point. 

Ber.  Now  his  fit  returns  5  poor  fellow.  -  ~m 


i  Ant. Was  it  not  enough  I  told  you  that  I  ferv’d  a  Spaniard.  By  all 
my  wrongs ’twas  too  much  ;  ’twas  adding  to  the  difgrace  I  anuin- 
der.  Thofe  of  otfr  Country  fhould  Command,  not  Serve  ;  at  leail 
not  ferve  a  thing  fo  ftupid  as  a  Spaniard  :  One  that  prefers  a  lazy 
Luxury  before  an  aftive  Frugality,  and  would  not  lofe  a  formal 
Ceremony,  or  part  with  an  Inch  of  his  Grandeur  to  fave  his  Country 
from  Ruin. 

Ber .  This  is  notorious  Truth,  tho  it  come  from  the  mouth  of  a 
Madman.  Farew'el,  Anthony.  HI  fend  you  relief  in  the  morning.  {Exit, 

i  Ant.  You’l  do  more  than  I  exped  then. 

Who  fhould  this  Man  be  ?  I  never  faw  him  in  my  Life  before,  and  yet 
he  will  needs  be  acquainted  with  me.  Well,  if  he  fhould  fend  to  re¬ 
lease  me;  according  to  his  promife,  I  fhall  be  oblig’d  to  him,  that’s 
certain.  So  I  were  out  of  this  noofe,  I  fhould  not  care  if  I  were  to  be 
converted  into  a  SpanHftF,  or  an  Englifhman,  tho  they  are  as  much  ex - 
tr earns  as  Fire  and  Water  :  For  as  one  by  his  violence  always  Jhoots  beyond 
the  Marfty  fo  the  other  by  his  Lazjnefs  ever  falls  jhort  of  his  Difiance. 

,  (Scene  fhuts  him  in. 

Enter  Don  Bernardo. 

Ber.  Ha !  I  don’t  like  thefe  Fellows,  ftill  as  I  go  on,  they  follow 
me.  I  turn’d  down  this  Street  on  purpofc  to  avoid  them,  and  yet 
they  are  here.  I’ll  make’What  haft  I  can  homewards,  or  try  to  lofc 
them  by  the  way.  * 

Eenter  three  Ruffians.  « 

i  R.  Itmuftbe  Don  Philip  by  the  glittering  of  his  Sword*hiIt. 
J  took  particular  notice  of  that  before.  #  ' 

2*  R.  So  did  I.  Sure  it  muft  be  fetwith  Diamonds.  * 

1.  R.  So  much  the  better  ftill.  Boys,  ’tis  lucky  we  have  found  him 
again.  Come,  we  may  difpatch  him  yet. 

2.  R.  Away,.away;^  We  lofe  time.  (Exeunt  after  him. 

Re-enter  Don  Bernardot 

Ber.  Nay^  if  you  follow  me  ftill,  I  may  well  fufped  your  defign. 
So,  I  am  met  with  for  my  Curiofity.  Bat  hold,  furelam  come  round 
again  t&Eleonorays.  By  my  furprize  I  am.  I’ll* ftrivc  to  get  in  here 
before  they  come  up  to  me.  St.  Eleonora ,  Dor  Ha ,  Heim  , 

Eleonora  in  her  Nightgown  at  the  Window.  t 

El-  foftly ,  Who  calls  Eleonora  at  this  early  hour  ? 

Ber.  ’Tis  I,  Bernardo.  For  Heavens  fake,  dear  Creature,  let  me 
in  this  moment,  for  I  am  purfu’d  by  Ruffians,  life  no  delay  or  ob¬ 
jection,  for  if  you  do  1  am  a  Dead  Man; 

El.  Pho,  this  is  one  of  the  Artifices  of  you  young  Fellows,  to  fe- 
duce  a  tender  Maid.  You  muft  excufe  me,  Seignor.  Befides,  if  I 
had  an  inclination,  my  Aunt  is  yet  ftirring,  and  it  concerns  my  Ho¬ 
nour,  and  Well-being  with  her  not  ‘to  admit  you.  -  ~ 


Btr.  *Come  you  are  defign’d  to  preferve  me,  for  let  me  go  which 
way  I  will  to  night, ftill  I  meet  with  your  Houfe.  ’Twill  be  now  the 
fecond  time  my  feelter  this  night  from  imminent  Danger. 

EL  Indeed,  Sir!  you  talk  ftrangely.  My  doors  are  never  open?d 
at  late  hours  to  any  on$. 

Ber.  ’Sdeath,  Madam,  what  do  you  mean  ?  the  Ring,*  the  Ring. 
EL  What  of  a  Ring  ?  I  don’t  know  your  fign,  Sir,  ’Tis  plain  you 
are  miftaken  in  the  Houfe,  therefore  Adieu.  ( She  retires . 

Ber. Miftaken  in  the  Houfe,  that’s  impoffible.  Neither  can  I  be 
in  that  deluding  Voice.  Is  it  not  cruel  to  trifle  with  me  thus  at  fuch  a 
time?  Alas.'  fee’s  gone  indeed.  Difcourteous  Eleonora !  Well, 
if  they  do  affimlt  me,  I  mull  e’en  defend  my  felf  as  well  as  I  can. 

1 .  Ruf.  There  he  is  like  a  Rat  caught  in  a  Trap.  He  can  retire  no 

further.  -  - 

2.  Ruf  But  hold,  hold.  Let  us  be  fure  ’tR  he  before  we  fend  him 
to  Lucifer’s  Dominions.  I  would  not  kill  a  wrong  man  neither. 

1.  Ruf.  What  d’ee  talk  of  a  wrong  man?  don’t  you  fee’ how  his 
Sword  glitters  ?  it  muft  be  he  by  that. 

2.  Ruf  Ay,  but  if  I  thought  he  were  not  the  right  man  I  would 
not  be  concern’d. 

1.  Ruf.  Why ’tis  he,  what  a  pox  d’ee  ail  ?  I’ll  fwear  it  upon  any 
Mafs-book  in  Spain.  What  do  you  flincll  now  ?  you  have  forgot  the 
Reward  fure. 

*  2.  Ruf.  The  reward,  let  me  fee.  Mate,  andfol  had.  A  hundred 
Crowns,  Mafs,  ’tis  enough  to  flay  an  Emperor.  Come,  he  dies. 
i4  Rxf  Come’on  then,  let  us  move  towards  him.  * 

2.  Ruf.  Ay*  ay,  it  muft  be  he :  ’Tis  the  very  Sword  he  had  before. 

They  com  up  to  him. 

Ber.  What’s  your  defign,  Triends,  in  following  me  thus  ? 

1.  Ruf  Nay,  you  are  miftaken,  we  are  none  of  your  friends 
and  for  our  defign,  that  you  may  guefs  at  by  your  own  Villanys.' 

Ber.  Villanys?  you  amaze  me.  I  am  a  Stranger  here,  and  have 
done  wrong  to  none. 

2.  Ruf.  We’D  foon  try  if  we  are  miftaken.  Know  we  are  refir- 
lute,  and  will  trifle  no  longer. 

Ber.  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  bent  to  murder  me,  Til  fell  my  Life  ~  as 
dear  as  I  can. 

They  fight. 

The  noife  of  Swords  brings  Bon  F  rederick  that  way. 

Ered.  Ha  /  three  againft  one.  Cowardly  Villains  /  ’tis  Bernardo  as 

Hive.  (  He  joyns  with  Bernardo. 

Courage,  my  Friend. 

Ber.  You  were  never  more  Wellcome. 

2.  Ant.  Peeps  in.)  Nay,  if  you  are  there  a  bouts,  I’ll  wait  here 
for  the  Iflue  of  the  Engagement.  (  The  Ruffians  are  beat  back. 


Ant.  Comes  in  and  JltrfJm 

Blood-fucking  Sons  of  Whores. 

The  2.  Ruffian  falls,  the  other  two  rim  away. 

Fred.  So,  here’s  one  of  them  rewarded.  . 

2.  Ruf.  O  fpare  my  Life,  and  I’ll  confefs  all. 

Ber.  Ha!  not  dead  :  then  we  may  learn  this  Myftery. 

2.  Ruf?  O  Seignor,  is  not  your  name  Don  Philip  deMonafco  i 

Ber .  No,  you  are  deceiy’d.  '  - 

2.  Ruf.  Truly,  Sir,  I  was  in  fome  doubt  of  it  before,  feut  my 
Companions  faid  they  knew  you  by  the  glittering  of  your  Sword. 

'Ber.  Ha  /  Don  Philip,  by  the  glittering  of  my  Sword  /  but  fup. 
pofe  it  had  been  Philip ,  how  were  you  induced  to  commit  violence 
upon  him.  ^  , 

2.  Ruf.  We  were  hired  to  it  by  on t  Donna  Eleonora  that  lives 
hard  by;  9 

Ber.  My  barbarous  Miftrefs,  as  I  live  / 

Well,  what  was  it  for,  come,  out  with  all,  or  the  Watch  (hall 
have  you.  • 

Ruf.  She  only  told  us  he  had  wrong’d  her  fo  heinoufly,  that  it  was 
not  to  be  forgiven,  and  we  were  to  have  a  hundred  Crowns  for  our 
Reward.  . 


Ber.  Well,  you  may  go.  But,  do  you  hear,  if  you  are  wife 
This  mercy  that  I  lhewto  you,  will  be  a  means  to  make  you  change 
your  Life.  r 

Ruf.  Seignor,  you  have  fo  work’t  upon  me  with  your  generality 
that  I  here  make  a  folemn  proteftation  to  become  another  Man.  7  ’ 
Ber.  ’Twill  be  the  better  for  you.  (  Exit  Ruffian  bowinr 

Come  to  my  Arms,  my  much  lov’d  Frederic h.  You  have  preferv’d 
me.  who  is  that  with  you,  Anthony  ? 

2.  Ant.  What,  my  fer  vice  was  taken  no  noticeof  i  am  fure  you 
had  not  been  alive  but  for  me.  My  Arm  akes  plaguely  with  hacking 
and  hewing  your  enemies.  6 

Fred.  Yes,  you  make  vaft  havock  always,  when  you  are  half  a 
mile  from  the  Battel.  . 

2.  Ant.  I  have  ever  your  good  word.  O  my  Arm  / 

Ber.  Don’t  your  Leggs  ake  too,  Anthony  ?  '  " 

z.  Ant.  Nay  my  Leggs  are  maul’d  too,  that’s  the  truth  on’t  by 
thrufting  in  among  you.'  ■  < 

Ber.  But  I  mean  by  the  Fetters  I  found  you  in  but  now. 

2.  Ant.  Fetters,  Sir  / 

Ber.  How  the  Devil  came  he  in  the  Stocks  to  night,  Frederick  l. 
Fred.  In  the  Stocks,  you  amaze  me.  *'  ;#  *  ' 

2.  Am.  I  in  the  Stocks /  fure  the  Danger  you  have  been  in  has 

diftrafted  you.  Sir. 


Ber.  Sure 


pf&eK-  Sure  yoi i  are  both  m  a  Confpiracy  to  banter  me. 

Fred.  Can  you  be  fcri&us,  Bernardo?  prethee  no  more  otthis 


ioth  in  a  Confpiracy  tobante 


Ber.  Nay,  by  St.  J*go  I  faw  him  .there,  fix’d  to  the  Stocks  like  ^ 
any  Vagabond  within  this  half  hour.  r  • 

Fred.  Mcer  Banter.  We  are  but  newly  come  from  the  Lodging 
to  feek  you; 

Ber .  Why  then  l  have  fcen  the  Devil  tonight,  that’s  all.  *Twas 
one  fo  like  him  in  Voice,  Perfon,  and  Raillery  after  his  way,  that 
I  am  amaz’d  to  hear  you  thus  deny  ’twas  He. 

Fred .  Sure  the  Devil  doth  walk  to  night,  for  fince  I  came  out  1 
have  met  with  much  fuch  another  accident,  which  you  fhall  heara- 
non.  But  prethee  what  elfc  has  thy  curiofity  difcover’d  ? 

Ber.  This  night  has  been  lavilh  or  her  Adventures,  I’ll  affiire  you. 


For  befides  this  Myftery  of  Anthony ,  1  have  refcu’d  a  man  from 


Villains,  who,  l  have  reafon  to  believe  was  Don  Philip  de  Mo - 
nafco ,  and  he  has  appointed  to  meet  me  this  worning  near  the  ' 

Great  Church.  Some  other  things  I  have  met  with  too,  but  they  /J 

are  fecrets. 

Fred.  Well,  Sir,  1  have  a  fecret  for  your  fecret.  This  night  has 
indeed  been  la vifli  of  her  Adventures. 

Ber.  Keep  it  dole,  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  That  you  may  depend  on.  . 

Nothing  can  Wreft  it  from  me,  but  the  obligation  of  being  trufted  1 

with  yours  firft.  ' 

Ber.  O  Devil,  are  you  thereabouts  ?  but  this  infinuation  will  n’er 
prevail  to  extort  a  fecret,  that  l  am  injoynyd  to  keep  particularly 
from  thee. 

Fred.  Ha  /  thatl  muftown,  whetts  my  curiofity.  Prithee,  Don 
Bernardo ,  come,  you  (hall  have  a  fecret  for  your  fecret.  In  good 
♦  faith,  1  have  one  in  my  keeping. 

Ber.  That  you  are  impatient  to  get  rid  of,  I  thank  you.  Sir. 
no,  no,  hold  there.  I  can  be  trufted  with  a  fecret  even  among  the 
Women.  I  have  not  the  vanity  of  moft  young  Fellows  of  the  Town, 
who  think  the  Plcafure  of  Telling  the  principal  part  of  their  Hap- 
pinefs  with  Ladys.  ^  \ 

Fred.  Then  ’tis  with  a  Lady,  it  feems. 

Ber.  Nay  that  doth  not  direftly  follow  *  But,  faith,  to  be  inge-  '  & 

nuous  with  you,  there  is  a  Lady  in  the  Cafe. 

Fred.  Then  there  are  two  Ladys  in  the  cafe.  Boy.  And  One  of  .  - 

fuch  a  matchlefs  form,  fo  Graceful,  fofurprizing  Fair,  fo  infinitely  ^  < 
Charming,  that  as  (he  can  have  no  equal  upon  Earth,  fo  (he  is  above 
'  ail  Human  Defcriptjon. 

Ber.  Ha  /  Where  is  this  Goddefs  to  be  feen  ?  wilt  thou  not  tell 
me,  Frederick  ?  (han’t  your  dear  friend  have  a  fight  of  her  ? 


Fred. 


;  £ 


*2 


) 


. *•: 


Fred.  Oh,  I  knew  I  (hould  be  even  with  you.  A  Sight  of  her! 
You  mud  excufe  me,  Sir.  Goddeffes  are  invifible  to  Mortal  Eyes. 

Ber.  Well,  I  fee  when  once  a  Man  has  indulg’d  the  Humour  of  ban¬ 
tering,  ’tis  as  hard  for  him  to  leave  it,  as  ’tis  for  a  Poet  to  ceafe 
Writing,  when  he  has  once  begun. 

f red.  Or  as  ’tis  for  you  to  avoid  wifhing  to  go  to  Bed  to  every  De- 
fcription  of  a  fine  Woman  that  you  hear. 

Ber.  Well,  you  have  furpriz’d  me.  But  prithee,  put  me  in  Mind, 
as  we  Walk,  and  I’ll  difclofe  fomething  to  you  that  was  a  Secret,  but 
is  no  longer  worthy  to  be  fo. 

Fred.  1  kneyv  he  could  not  hold. 

Come  on  then,  let  us  Walk. 

Ber.  Firft  give  me  leave,  Frederic £,  for  my  Satisfaction,  to  order 
your  Man  Anthony  to  place  himfelf  near  thofe  Lodgings,  to  bring  me 
Word  if  any  Man  comes  out,  when  it  grows  Lighter. 

Fred.  Heyday,  what’s  to  do  now  ! 

Ber.  You  (hall  know  as  we  Walk. 

Fred.  This  is  lome  Jealoufy  about  a  Wench,  Ill  lay  my  Life. 

Ber.  She’s  a  handfome  one  at  lead  then,  and  you  know  Venus  is 
predominant  over  me. 

Fred.  Yes,  yes.  ’Tis  a  Superdition  much  in  falhion  with  young 
Fellows.  You  will  be  wifer,  Don  Bernardo. 

Ber.  You  (hall  know  prefently  that  I  have  begun  at  lead  already, 
byYhrowing  off  this  Woman,  near  whofe  Lodgings  your  Man  is  to 
watch.  And  the  Wife  (ay.  That  a  Good  Beginning  is  half  a  Cure. 
But  come,  let  us  walk  homewards.  Anthony ,  be  fure  you  place  your 
felf  fomewhere  about  that  Door,  that  you  may  difcover  who  comes 
out  this  Morning,  ancj.  bring  an  exa£f  account  home  to  us. 

2.  Ant.  I  (hall  do  my  bed,  Sir,  to  fatisfy  you. 

Ber.  Now,  let  us  walk. 

Fred.  Come  on,  my  trudy  Adventurer.  £  Exeunt. 


ACT.  IV.  Scene  I.  The  Street  near  Eleonora  i. 

jfc?-:  i  .*  ... 

Don  Frederick5^  Man. 

r  2.  Ant .  TXT  AS  there  ever  fuch  a  Cormorant  at  Whoring  as  this 

VV  Don  Bernardo  ?  no  Place,  no  Time,  nor  no  Woman 
almod  can  be  free  from  his  Perfections.  A  Pox  of  thefe  Night-do¬ 
ings,  and  what  elfe  can  be  the  end  of  them !  Hark,  the  Door  opens. 

E  Don 


Don  Sebaftian  muffled  in  bis  Cloak  comes  out .  Eleonora  in  her 
\  Night-gown. 

El.  Well,  and  kiuft  Nelly  part  with  her  dear  Don  then  > 

Seb.  ’Tis  for  yonr  Service  I  go  fo  foon,  my  Dear. 

2.  Ant.  For  your  own  rather. 

El.  You  might  have  flay’d  with  me  all  day,  my  Love,  for  once. 

2.  Ant.  How  unreafonable  a  ^Creature  is  Woman  ! 

EL  And  tho’  I  have  ever  been  nicely  careful  of  my  Reputation,  yet 
for  your  Company  I  could  venture  all  things. 

2  Ant .  A  very  civil  Per fon ! 

Seb.  Thou  know’ft,  my  'Eleonora^  there  is  no  Ingratitude  on  my 

rip  Thr>n  knnw’ib  the  Pmmifec  T  h3vp  rmrlp  rhpp  znA 


fide.  Thou  know’ft  the  Promifes  I  have  made  thee,  and  may’ft  rely 
on  the  Performance  of  them.  Nor  fhould  I  now  want  Intreaties  to 
ftay  with  thee,  but  that  I  have  a  Gueft  at  home,  whofe  Goodnefs, 
th6’  a  Friend,  I  muft  not  trefpafs  on  too  far.  Befides,  to  leave  him 
any  longer  would  not  only  feem  like  forgetfulnefs,  but  ill  manners. 
El.  I  hope  the  Ruffians  too  have  remembred  him  before  this  time. 

[fide. 

Seb.  Madam,  good  morrow.  We  may  be  feen,  if  I  ftay  longer.* 
El.  Well,  if  you  muft  go,  Don  Sebaftian.  [7//  a  foft  Voice . 

2  Ant.  Don  Sebaftian ,  good  ! 

El.  You  are  unkind  not  to  underftand  me.  .  ;*#•• 

Seb.  What  doft  thou  mean,  Child  > 

El.  Psha,  you  can’t  tell  a  Woman  s  meaning,  I  warrant  you. 

2  Ant.  Wnat  can  fhe  drive  at  > 

Seb.  You  keep  me  in  the  Dark,  my  Dear. 

El.  I  fwear  I  could  chide  you,  you  are  fo  dull.  [Niffes  him . 

Seb .  My  Angel,  thou  (halt  have  twenty  of  them  prefently. 

[  Kijfes  her  * 

2  Ant.  A  Pox  on  them,  how  they  make  my  Chops  Water ! 

El.  Nay  n$w  you  take  my  Breath  away. 

Seb.  Good  morrow  to  my  Joy. 

El.  Adieu^ 

But  ftay,  I  had  forgot  one  thing. 

When  will  you  come  and  fee  poor  Nelly  again  > 

Seb.  You’l  fend  me  your  Commands. 

El.  Well,  adieu. 

'  t 


Us  going* 


[In  a  foft  tone. 
[Runs  in. 


Don  Sebaftian  goes  crofs  the  Stage  muffled '  and  meets  Anthony  faffing. 


Seb.  There  goes  Anthony  Don  Fhi/ifs  Man,  but  I  muft  not  difco- 
ver  my  felf  to  him.  [Exit. 

2  Ant.  Don  Sebaftian ,  your  Servant.  Now  will  I  go  home  and 
difclole  what  I  have  leen  to  Don  Bernardo.  Let  me  fee,  their  names 

'  are 


Vi' 


' 


'  •  .  .  \  :.vv 

v 


are  Eleonora  and  S ebaftian^  and  the  Scene  between  them  at  parting 
will  make  Bernardo  curfedly  jealous,  I  know.  Well,  he  fhallhave  it 
all,  that’s  certain  *  who  knows  but  it  may  cure  him  of  his  frenzy  > 
Efpecially  when  ’tis  improv’d  with  fome  of  my  heightning  Colours. 
Et  bien,  allez  Wlonfieur  kntoine .  [  Exit  Anthony. 


.  •  •  rmrt  .  .  T 

C  2  7  ) 


SCENE  Eleonora's  Lodgings. 

Enter  Eleonora  and  Dorila.-  # 


•a* 


'Oft 


Dor .  Won't  you  go  and  lye  down,  Madam  >  yon  muft  needs  want 
reft,  for  ’twas  morning  when  Don  S ebafiian  came. 

EL  No,  no.  I  have  other  things  to  mind,  before  I  can  take  any 
true  reft.  Wee’l  Sleep  hereafter,  Dorila, ,  when  we  have  brought  our 
Defigns  about. 

Dor.  How  ftand  affairs  with  him  ?  doth  he  hold  kind  ? 

EL  In  all  appearance  he  doth.  The  fame  indearments  pafs’d  be¬ 
tween  us  as  ufual,  and  when  he  parted,  he  gave  me  more  affurances  of 
his  Refolution  to  marry  me.  But  ftili  to  be  in  expe&ation  only  is  not 
to  be  fo  eafie  as  I  could  wifh:  I  hope  Bernardo  got  off  lafe,  for  if  the 
Men  I  hir’d  to  difpatch  Yhilip  fiaould  have  miftaken  him  in  the  Dark 
for  the  other,  there’s  a  part  of  my  Defign  confounded. 

Dor.  Or  grant  he  be  come  off,  your  denying  to  admit  him  at  fuch 
a  dangerous  time  may  provoke  him  to  think  no  more  of  you. 

EL  ’Twas  very  unlucky  that  he  fhould  call  again  before  you  had 
acquainted  me  with  the  bufinefs  of  the  Ring.  But  fince  fuch  an  Ac- 
'  cident  has  happen’d,  I  confefs  I  don’t  difapprove  of  the  Stratagem  you 
devis’d  to  get  him  away.  Well,  Dorila ,  you  fhall  be  no  Loler  by  the 

*  Ring- 

Dor.  I  thank  you,  Madam.  We  never  want  invention  at  a  Shift, 
you  know.  But  how  will  you  do  to  excufe  your  ielf to  him  ? 

£7.111  go  and  write  to  him  this  minute,  and  endeavour  that  way  to 
make  him  forget  theufage  oflaft  Night,  and  if  I  can  but  infinuate  my 
felf  into  his  forgivenels,  and  find  him  fo  much  a  Loverf$s  I  think  him, 
who  knows  what  it  may  end  in?  ,  "  ■  \ 

Dor.  Articles  of  Matrimony  perchance,  if  you  hold  the  Fort  out  . 
well. 

EL  I  warrant  thee,  girl.  ’Tis  not  all  the  Artillery  of  his  Arguments,  v  * 
that  can  perfwademe  to  another  furrender  without  honourable  Terms. 

I  was  always  averfe  to  this  way  of  Living,  and  am  now  refolv’d  to 
take  up  with  the  firft  likely  Husband  I  can  get,  with  S ebaftian,  or  Ber-\ 
nardo. ,  or  any  Body  elfe,  I  am  indifferent  who  ’tis,  fo  ’tis  a  Husband.  * 
But  come,  I’ll  go  and  Write.  -  [  Exeunt. 


iV  >- 


•.  * 


£ 


SCENE 


SCENE  Don  Frederick’s  Lodgings.  A  ‘Bed¬ 
chamber. 


Frederick,  and  Cornelia  in  M an  s  Cloatbs.  . 

>  •  *  x  '  .  .  .  •?.  •  C  v*.  *  %f*  * 

Fred.  1  had  not  prefum’d  to  ditturb  you,  Madam,  but  that  I  heard 
you  were  ftirring.  This  Philips  whom  you  ought  to  forget,  won’t  let 
you  Sleep,  I  find. • 

Corn.  You  rally  me,  Sir,  perhaps  juftiy  enough.  But  alas  !  when 
’tis  our  Fate,  we  can  no  more  help  Loving,  than  we  can  Dying. 

Fred.  Ay,  but  when  a  Marrabufes  Love,  and  counterfeits  a  Paffion 
to  delude  a,  Woman*,  m£  thinks  the  force  of  Reafon  fhould  make  her.  V 
delpife  him  after  the  Dilcovery  of  the  Cheat. 

Corn.  You  argue  very  well,  Sir,  and  according  to  reafon:  But- don’t  • 
you  know  that  Love  and  Reafon  are  inconfiftent  ? 

•  But,  Sir,  is  there  any  News  of  him  in  Valencia  ?  your  obliging 
promile  makes  me  hope  you  have  made  fome  enquiry  alter  him. 

Fred.  Madam,  I  .  have  :  and  can  inform  you  that  I  hope  to  find 
him  in  this  Town.  . 

Corn .  Where,  Where  ?  O  tell  me* quickly,  that  I  may  fly  to  fee 
him. 

Fred.  Amazement !  That  fo  ungrateful  a  Wretch  fhould  be  lov’d 
by  fo  beautiful  a  Creature,  whom  he  has  abus’d  beyond  all  patience  \ 
r  *  \_Afide. 

Corn .  Don  Frederick  my  Friend,  for  I  dare  call  you  fo.  .'Where  is 
this  Rambler  to  be  found  ? 

Fred.  Madam,  you  honour  me  very  much,  but  I-  had  rather  be 
thought  to  deferve  another  Name. 

Corn.  What  other  Name?  are  not  you  call’d  Don  Frederick  ?  Or  is 
Friend  too  little  for  you  ?  I  thought  it  comprehended  the  utmoft  E-  • 
fteem. 

Fred.  Efteem  alone’s  a  trifle,  Madam,  to  that  which  I  would  merit. 

Tis  your  Lovf?  fair  Excellence,  that  I  alpite  to  raile.  You  have  fb 
wounded  me  with  your  refiitlels  Beauty,  that  nothing  bnt  the  Poflef- 
*  (ion  of  thofe  Charms  that  made  the  milchiet,  can  efled  the  Cure. 

Com.  Sir,  I  took  you  to  be  more  generous  than  to  triumph  over  a 
diftrels’d  Maid.  ''  :  . . 

Fred.  By  all  that's  facred  I  am  fincere.  Don  Philip  may  abule  you, 
but  not  Frederick .  I  have  a  Heart  unpradis’d  in  Deceit  :  A  Heart 
•that  ne’er  was  torturd  w  ith  the  pangs  of  Love,  till  now. 

Corn .  I  do  confels  1  thought  you  very  honelt. 

-  Fred.  I  thank  my  Stars  1  can  boaft  of  it.  O  do  not  refufe  fo  paffi- 
onate,  and  yet  fo  true  a  Lover. 

•  _ 

'•r  '■*  * 

;  Corn. 


**  -  one  I  love.  *  \  :  ;  <1 

Hr  *  ‘  Fred.  But*  to  one  you  ought  to  loath.  A  Man  that  has  Icorn’d  and 
abus'd  you.  .  .  ;  % 

-  r  Corn.  And  vet  I  love  him,  Frederick. 

&  Fred.  Thepnore’s  the  Pity.  What  can  you  propole  by  following 

fuch  a  treacherous  Fellow  ? 

Corn.  To  reclaim  him,  or  to  be  reveng’d/ 

Fred.  The  firft  you'l  find  impracticable.  5Tis  like  befieging  a  very 
•V  k  ftrong  Town  with  a  fmall  Force.  You  will  but  expole  your  lelf  to  ■ 
Contempt  and  Ruine. 

Corn.  Why  then  Pll  be  reveng’d. 

Fred.  That  you  may  by  indulging  my  Suit.  Come,  let  it  not  be  laid 
that  the  heavenly  Cornelia  was  inexorable.  Give  me  but  Hopes,  and  * 
ycu  let  me  in  the  way  to  Paradife. 

Com .  Revenge  is  lb  fweet,  that  upon  Condition  you  let  me  lee 
Philip ,  and  he  denies  to  own  me  for  his  Wife,  I  could  almolt  be  per- 
fwaded  to  believe  you.  .  .  \  • 

Fred.  I  accept  the  Condition  with  as  much  Tranfport  of  Blils,  as 
e’re  Condemn'd  Criminal  receiv'd  his  pardon.  Now  will  I  go  and 
fearch  my  Doom.  Life  or  Death  depends  on  a  few  hours.  But,  Ma¬ 
dam,  1  mutt  intreat  you  to  content  that  I  may  acquaint  your  Brother 
with  your  Circumftance,  that  we  may  be  the  Stronger  for  the  Execu¬ 
tion  of  our  Defign. 

Corn .  I  refign  my  felf  to  your  ConduCL 

Fred.  I'll  wait  on  you  again,  when  I  haveprepar'd  Don  Bernardo, 


Enter  Don  Bernardo. 


Ber.  (Looking  upon  a  Ring.) 

If  I  can  trull  my  Eyes,  the  more  I  look  the  more  Lam  amaz’d. 

This  very  Ring,  or  my  Sight  is  not  my  own,  I  gave  my  Siller  Corne¬ 
lia^  when  1  departed  laft  from  Alcantara.  That  it  Ihould  be  * 
found  in  Valencia  gives  me  Wonder,  \)ut  that  it  Ihould  be  lent  me 
from  Donna  Eleonora  puts  me  into  Confulion.  Well,  thiags  have 
been  Ifrangely  carried  to  night  in  Valencia. 


Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Seignor,  a  Young  Gentleman  without  defires  to  be  admit¬ 


ted. 


Ber . 


fider  the  Accident  by  which  I  obtain'd  it,  and  the  fucceeding  one, 
wherein  the  fame'  Eleonora  that  fent  it,  feem’d.  to  know  nothing  of 
•the  matter,  I  muft  own  I  can’t  but  fancy  ’tis  all  a  Dream. 


-  Enter  Donna  Olivia  in  Mari's  C/oaths. 


OL  Am  I  not  bold,  Sir,  to  venture  within  the  Roof  where  an  an¬ 
gry  Brother  might  be  found,  that  would  kill  me  if  he  knew  me. 

Ber .  You  are  both  lafe  and  welcome  here. 

\_Runs  to  the  Door  and Jhuts  it  fa  ft. 
I  have  fatten’d  the  Door,  left  Don  Frederick  fliould  chance  to  fall 


*  ^OL  Well,  Sir,  have  you^heard  any  thing  of  Don  Fhilip ,  fince  I 

law  you  >  ’ 

Ber .  O,  I  find  L  am  oblig’d  to  your  Impatience  to  hear  of  Him  for 
this  Vifit. 

•  OL  Good  Sir,  Torture  me  not  with  Supence :  If  you  have  not,  I  am 
come  to  claim  your  Promife  to  aflift  me  in  fearching  after  him. 

Ber .  Sure  there  is  Inchantment  in  Love,  that  it  can  make  People 
thus  eager  to  purfue  their  Ruine ! 

OL  Alas !  your  Reflexions  are  now  out  of  Seafon.  I  befeech  you 
anfwer  me  to  the  purpofe. 

Ber.  I  am  deceiv’d,  or  I  lav’d  his  Life  laft  Night,  when  he  was  en¬ 
counter’d  by  Ruffians. 

OL  A  thoufand  Bleffings  attend  you  for  it.  But  are  you  fure  ’twas 
he. 

Ber.  By  feveral  Circumftances  I  am  almoft  affur’d.  But  this 
Morning  at  Ten  I  am  to  meet  the  Man  I  refcu-d.  He  would  not 
give  me  his  Name,  but  defir’d  me  to  exchange  Swords  with  him, 
that  he  might  know  me  again  by  that.  Here’s  that  I  had  of  him. 

OL  (Viewing  it.) 

O,  ’tis  he.  ’Tis  Don  P hiltp.  ’Tis  the  very  Sword  I  have  feen  him 
wear.  I  know  it  from  a  thoufand. 

Ber.  Well;  fince  ’tis  fo,  if  y  ou  pleafe,  we’ll  go  together  to  the  Great 
Church,  where  I  have  appointed  to  meet  him. 

1  OL  With  all  my  Heart.  O  lucky  Difcovery ! 

Ber.  But  one  thing  will  be  neceffary  firft.  ’Tis  fit  Don  Frederick 
ihould  be  acquainted  with  your  affairs. 

OL  Be  it  as  you  pleafe.  I  truft  to  you. 

Ber.  In  the  mean  time  pray  ufe  my  Apartment.  You’l  fee  no  Bo¬ 


dy  to  difturb  you. 


[  Exit  Bernardo. 


Olivia 


Olivia  alone, 


OL  Thanks,  Fortune,  that  this  Dear,  falfe  Man  is  found. 

Oh,  how  I  long  to  chide  him  for  his  Abfence  ! 

Sure  when  he  lees  me  thus  dilguis’d,  thus  bold 
In  my  purfuit  of  him,  he  will  recant 
His  Sex’s  Levity,  and  fix  his  Soul 
-  On  me,  on  virtuous  Love,  and  mutual  Vows. 

2  Anthony  comes  in ,  and  would  go  through  to  another  Room . 

Ha  !  either  my  Eyes  deceive  me,  or  there’s  his  Servant  Anthony , 
Hold,  Friend,  be  not  in  fuch  haft.  Where’s  thy  Mafter  > 

2  Ant.  Seignor,  I  want  to  find  him.  [Cornelia  comes  in  behind  from 

OL  What,  did  you  expeft  to  find  him  in  this  Houle.  another  Room. 

2  Ant.  Tis  moft  likely  to  find  him  at  home,  for  He’s  no  Gadder 
abroad,  I’ll  affure  you. 

OL  What,  doth  Don  Philip  then  lie  in  thisHoufe  > 

‘  2  Ant.  No,  Sir,  who  laid  he  did  ? 

OL  Why,  didft  not  thou  this  moment  > 

2  A  nr.  Not  I,  by  St  .Jago. 

OL  Prithee  leave  off  thy  old  fooling.  ■ , 

2  Ant.  It  feems  you  know  me  then. 

OL  Alas  !  but  too  well. 

2  Ant.  Truly ,  Sir,  I  have  not  the  good  Fortune  to  remember 
you.  ^  v  , 

01.  That  may  very  well  be.  But  prithee  tell  me,  how  long  has 
Don  Philip  lodg’d  here  ?  * 

p  7  2  Ant.  Why,  Sir,  he  doth  not  lodge  here  *  nor  ever  did,  that  I 

know  of*  and  more  than  that.  Sir,  I  know  no  fuch  Perfon.  Now, 
Sir,  I  muft  beg  your  leave  to  go  through  to  that  Apartment,  to  fee  if 
my  Mafter  be  there,  that  I  may  difcharge  my  Errand.  [Am.  goes  in. 
%  OL  What’s  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Corn.  Youfeem,  Sir,  to  have  been  mov’d  to  fome  Surprize  about 
that  Fellow.  Pray,  Who  do  you  take  him  for  >  , 

01.  Have  I  not  Reafon,  Sir,  if  Pm  alive  Yis  he. 

Corn.  Pray,  who  ? 

OL  Why  Don  Philip  de  'bAonafco’s  Man. 

Corn .  Do  you  know  that  Don  Philip,  Sir  ? 

OL  I  have  fome  Caule,  Sir. 

Corn.  Then  you  know  a  Villain. 

OL  You  Ihock  me.  Sir  *  for  he’s  my  Friend,  and  I  muft  not  hear 
him  wrong’d. 


■ 


Corn .  How 


/ 


m 


co  * 

Corn .  Hovflong  has- lie  been  your  Friend  ? 

01.  A  great  while.  He  is  my  Bofom-Friend. 

Corn .  Thofe  Bofom-Friends  prove  often  our  worft  Foes. 

01.  But  I  have  try ’d  him.  ^ 

Corn *  He  may  deceive  you  ftill.  If  you  were  a  Woman,  he  wou’d 


certainly. 

01.  Ha  !  Sure  he  doth  not  know  me.  [afideh]  Why  do  you  think  fo  > 
Corn.  Becaufe  he  is  a  Man. 

01  Your  Satyr’s  too  extenfive.  We  are  not  all  falfe. 

Com. 1.  I  fear  all. 

01.  You  have  accus’d  your  felf. 

Corn.  No,  I  accus’d  the  Men. 

01  Are  not  you  one  ? 

Corn.  Yes,  yes.  Sir  *  but  I  meant  fuch  Men  as  Don  Philip. 

Alas  !  I  had  like  to  have  difcover’d  my  felf  [afidet 

Sir,  I  beg  you  would  excufe  me.  I  am  a  little  thoughtful*  and  know 
not  what  I  fay.  If  you  lodge  here,  I  fhall  be  glad  of  your  Acquain¬ 


tance. 

01.  I  do  but  vifit  here,  Sir.  But  if  you  have  any  Juftice  to  demand 
of  P bilip->  I’ll  let  him  know  it. 

Corn .  The  World  fhall  know  it  loon.  This  Morning  I  expe£t  my 
felf  to  fee  him.  -  ^  '  ; 

01.  Pray  how  long  has  he  he  been  in  Valencia  * 

Corn.  That  I  know  not  ^  but  that  he  is  here,  I  have  had  fome  In¬ 
formation.  Good  morrow,  Sir.  [Goes  in. 

01.  Who  can  this  be  >  He  feems  to  have  lome  Refentment  againft 
Don  Philips  therefore  it  ^nuft  be  my  Care  to  prevent  its  burfting  out 
into  a  Flame.  I’ll  enquire  about  him. 

Strange  Poitfr  of  Love,  that  makes  us  court  ev'n  Pain , 

To  file  true  Pajfion ,  and purfue  Difdain.  [Scene  fhuts  her  in.  *' 


Another  Room . 


Enter  Don  Frederick  with  a  Tetter. 

-  Fred.  For  Don  Bernardio.  3Tis  a  Woman’s  Hand  by  the  over-fpet 
ling. 

Enter  Don  Bernardo. 

Sure  no  Jefuit  ever  cQnfefs’d  more  Women,  than  thou  haft  brought  to 
the  Altar  of  Venus.  See  here  [Gives  him  the  Letter. 

Ber.  opens  and  reads  />.]  Oh  ’tis  from  Eleonora.  She  would  ex¬ 
cufe  her  Behaviour  to  me  laft  Night.  But  I  defpife  her  now  as  much 
as  e’re  i  lov’d  her.  I  hope  her  Barbarity  will  make  me  forget  the 
whole  Sex. 

Fred.  A  wholfom  Refolution,  if  you  could  keep  it.  I  fuppole  I 
may  read  the  Letter. 

Ber.  Yes 


.up  33 ; 

Ber.  Yes,  and  vifit  the  Lady  if  you  pleale. 
Fred.  Nay  then  you  are  indifferent  indeed. 


[Reads. 


IAm  forry  my  Circumftances  with  my  Aunt  oblig'd  me  to  ufe  you  as 
l  did  Lift  Night,  but  my  Wellbeing  fo  depends  upon  her  Opinion  of 
me,  that  1  am  fo  me  times  forc'd  to  do  things  again  ft  my  inclination .  .1 
hope  this  will  jind you  fife ,  and  enjoying  the  fame  good  Humour ,  that 
has  fo  often  engag'd  my  Thoughts  in  your  behalf  Atjure  your  felf  I  am 
impat  ient  to  hear  of  your  Welfare,  and  Jhould  not  be  dif pleas  d  to  fee 
you  come  in  the  A [ter noon,  not  fo  much  to  glue  me  a  Relation  of  the  Af¬ 
fair  of  the  Ring,  as  to  convince  me  that  you  are  well,  and  inclin'd  to 
forgive  the  feeming  fault  of 

Eleonora. 


Fred,  A  Jilt !  with  what  a  face  (he  carrys  it  On !  Well,  you’i  Vi¬ 
fit  her  in  the  Afternoon,  I  fuppofe. 

Ber .  No,  Frederick ,  but  you  (hall  in  my  Room,  if  you  think  good. 
For  my  part,  her  ufage  laff  night  has  fo  provok'd  me,  that  I  have  not 
lb  much  as  Indifference  left  for  her.  Befides,  this  fawning  trick  of  a 
Letter  perfwades  me  that  fhe  s  a  Jilt. 

Fred .  I  am  glad  you  are  of  my  mind.  That  fhe  is  lo,  I’ll  venture 
the  reverfion  of  my  Father's  Eftate.  What,  don  1 1  know  their  fub- 
tle,  coy,  diffembling,  fond,  alluring,  falleDefigns  ?  Proteus  him  felf 
had  fewer  Shapes,  than  one  of  thele  jilting  Whores.  They  are  like' 
Ariflotle  s  firft  matter,  capable  of  any  form. 

Ber .  Let  her  be  what  fhe  will,  I’ll  fend  her  an  anlwer,  but  it  fhall 
be  an  honelter  Letter  :  For  I’ll  tell  her  in  plain  Terms  ’tis  my  Incli¬ 
nation  to  forget  her. 


2  Anthony  comer  in. 

But  hold,  here’s  Anthony  return’d,  whom  we  left  upon  the 
Watch. 

Fred.  Well,  Sir,  what  has  your  Curiofity  difcover  d  > 

2  Ant.  No  miracle,  Seignor,  for  I  have  feen  a  Fornicator  come  out 
of  a  Whore’s  Lodgings. 

Fred.  Have  a  care  whom  you  afperfe,  Sirra. 

2  Ant.  I  hope  I  may  truftmy  fight  *  but  if  that  alone  won’t  do,  I 
have  another  fenfe  to  back  it.  I  heard  as  well  as  law. 

Fred.  Well,  what  was  it  you  heard  ? 

2  Ant.  I  heard  one  Eleonora  take  her  leave  of  one  Sebaflian. 

Ber.  Sebaflian  !  Are  you  fure’twas  fuch  a  Name  > 

2  Ant.  I  think  I  am  not  deaf.  And  when  he  was  going,  fhe  came 
out  with  him,  and  there  was  fuch  Ceremony  at  parting,  luch  llnwil- 
lingnefs  to  let  him  go,  fo  many  foft  things,  fuch  Killing  and  fuch  Dy¬ 
ing 


Jr 
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ing  on  her  fide,  and  fuch  a  cold  Civility 
ftand  her  on  his,  that  for  my  parti 


atdnefs  to  under- 


y  j  jp 

iter.  You  wondred  he  could  leave  the  Banquet  fofbon,  and  wifh’d 
your  felf  in  his  Place. 

2  Ant.  What,  when  the  Soup  was  pall’d,  and' had  loft  its  Gufto. 
No,  I  thank  you. 

Ber.  Why  could  not  you  have  had  prtience  till  it  had  been  cook’d, 
up  again ? 

2 Ant.  ’Tis  fomewhat  a  laYrancoife  indeed.  But  truly  I  have  more 
Nicety.  ’Tis  not  a  mon  gout. 

Yred.  Enough,  enough  ^  leave  us.  [Exit  Ant,]  What,  think  you 
now,  my  Amorifl  ? 

Ber.  That  Women  are  no  more  to  be  belehrd  than  Courtiers. 
They  differ  only  in  this,  Women  deceive  us  by  Nature,  Courtiers  by 
Art. 

Yred.  Nay,  this  impofition  doth  not  want  Art,  Ill  allure  you. 

Ber.  Ay,  but  I  mean  Women  s  Inclinations  to  deceivdus  are  born 
with  them.  Are  they  not  continually  forging  Plots  to  make  lome 
Traffick  or  other  of  us  >  Sure  they  are  our  evil  Genius’s,  for  there  is 
icarce  a  falfe  Path  in  Life  that  we  are  not  led  into  by  their  foolifh  Con- 
duff.  And  yet  we  follow  on,  as  if  they  were  the  Leading-firings  of 
Fate,  and  we  were  doom’d  in  this  Worlds  to  the  punifhment  of  being 
miguifed  by  the  weaker  Sex.  '  • 

Yred.  Nay,  now  you  are  unreafonably  fevere,  but  ’tis  too  much  an 
-  Extremity  to  laft  long.  This  is  only  the  hot  Fit  of  the  Ague. 

Ber.  But  y.ou  know  the  Cold' one  fucceeds  it,  and  that  is  ftill  a 
greater  Mark  of  Contempt. 

Yred.  ’Tis  granted.  But  for  my  part,  I  can’t  commend  Extreams 
in  any  thing.  And  ye^I  am  gfown  fince  laft  Night,  wile  thou  be- 
leive  it,  my  Friend  ?  A  moft  paifionate  Lover. 

Ber .  Prithee  know7  thy  felf  a  little  better. 

Yred.  All  other  knowledge  but  that  of  the  unparalell  d  Cornelia^ 
is  like  the  Companion  of  the  Stars  with  the  Sun. 

Ber.  You  amaze  me,  what  Cornelia  do  you  mean! 

Yred.  Don  Bernardo^  prepare  your  felf  for  lomething  that  will  fur- 


prize  you. 

Ber.  Speak  out.  I  am  ready. " 

Yred.  Should  you  not  wonder  to  find  your  Sifter  in  this'Ptoce? 

.  Ber.  Very  much.  Sir.  Pray,  what  mean  you  ? 

Yred.  Difguis’d  too  in  Man’s  Cloaths,  I  faw  her. 

Ber.  Are  you  diftraffed,  Frederick  ? 

Fred.  No,  Don  Bernardo ,  unlels  it  be  with  Joy.  I  have  hopes 
my  Friend,  if  Don  Fbilip  prove  but  falfe.  5 

;  Ber.  Don  Fbilip  too  !  What  is  all  this  ? 

Yred.  I  knew  you  would  be  lurpriz’d.  But  pray  compofe  your 
felf,  and  I’ll  difclofe  a  Secret,  which  ’tis  convenient  you  fhould  know. 


Ben  Speak  it  aloud,  if  it  concern  my  Hofldur.  f 

Fred.  It  doth  indeed..*  And  to  let  you  know  it  in  a  Word,  Don 
Philip ,  whom  you  fo  lately  refcu’3,  once  made  pretenfions  to  your 
Sifter,  but  they  were  fuch  as  Virtue  could  not  hear,  and  yet  fhe 
lovd  him.,  .  *  . 

Ben  That  is,  (he  had  a  Mind  to  be  undone,  but  a  little  of  her 
Sex’s  Pride  lav’d  her. 

Fred.  You  lhall  hear.  He  foon  perceiv’d  her  leeming  Weaknefs, 
and  laid  his  Batteries  againft  that  part,  but  bravely  Ihe  repuls’d  him. 

In  fhort  they  both  engag’d  again,  till  haviBg  made  Trial  of  each  o- 
thers  Forco,  they  drew  off  and  parted.  Some  Articles,  it  feems,  had 
been  agreed  to  on  both  fides,  but  he  refufing  to  perform  his  part, 
your  Sifter  grew  incens’d,  and  in  dilguife  purfu’d  him  to  this  Place. 

Ben  You  would  imply  they  were  contrafted,  and  after  he  refus’d 
to  marry  her,  but  fought  only  to  abufe  her. 

Fred  You  have  it.  Yet  fhe  loves  him. 

Ben  Bale  Villain !  but  you  lhall  do  her  Juftice,  you  lhall,  or  by 
Heav’n  PU  root  out  your  perfidious  Tongue.  Now  Ring,  your  My-  '■ 
ftery  is  out.  An  unlick’d  Brute,  to  throwaway  a  Lady’s  Favour, 
which  any  one  elfe  would  have  efteenfd  invaluable.  \_Afide . 

But  hold.  Don  Frederick ,  you  gave  me  Caution  to  be  prep  ar’d 
to  hear  what  has  indeed  aftonim’d  me. 

Fred.  Ibeleivefo.  .  ; 

Ben  Now  do  you  guard  your  felf againft  a  worfe  Event 

Fred.  Ha  !  fpeak  out. 

Ben  Are  you  prepar’d  againft  furprize  > 

E red.  Speak.  I  defy  furprize.  '  *  '  •  *  * 

Ben  Why  then  the  lame  perfidious  Dog  has  whor’d  thy  Sifter, 

and  forfaken  her.  .  ^ 

Fred.  Have  a  care,  I  charge  thee.  My  Sifter,  and  a  Whore  by  the 
fame  Don  Philip.  Sjire  you  want  fleep,  Bernardo. 

Ben  I  wonder  not  at  your  Amazement,  but  fo  it  is. 

Fred.  ’Tis  a  rank  Fallhood.  Bernardo ,  you  have  fuggefted  this 
to  abufe  me.  Now  by  the  untainted  Honour  of  our  Houle,  Olivia 
muft  be  honeft.  _  [Lays  hold  of  his  Sword. 

Ben  The  Contradi&ion  was  unmannerly.  But  Thou  art  Angry,  and 
I  conlider  Ralhnels  is  the  Birth  of  Anger,  or  by  the  King  of'  Spain  I 
would  not  bear  it. 

Fred.  I  do  confels  my  Fault,  and  ask  your  Pardon.  But,  prithee 
tell  me.  What  doft  thou  mean  about  Olivia  ? 

Ben  That  I  have  met  with  her  to  Night  in  Valencia ,  and  have 
heard  her  Story,  which  acquainted  me  with  his  villanous  Defertion 
after  he  had  obtain’d  her. 

Fred.  If  this  be  fo,  by  all  that’s  Great  and  Povy’rful,  this  Day’s  his 
Laff  if  he  refufe  to  Wed  her. 

F  2  .  Ben 


■'■tv- 

ray 


_ _ Jmm. 

►  Nay  there  I  am  for  you.  But  hold,  let  me  fee !  How 

do  Juftice  then  for  Cornelia  ?  (J  , 

Fred.  T is  true  •,  Cornelia  muft  righted,  tho’  Olivia  fuffer. 
her .  Not.  fo  neither.  ;  Let  Juftice  have  its  Courfe.  It  feems,  you 
know  her  Story. 

Fred.  I  clo,  which  you  (hall  have  anon. 

Ber.  Which  done,  well  refer  all  to  Philip  at  the  time  of  Appoint¬ 
ment  this  Morning  *  and  if  he  refute  to  marry  Her  whom  it  fhall  ap¬ 
pear  he  has  moll  wrong'd,  he  mult  halre  fpeedy  Punilhment. 

Fred.  Agreed  *  and  tho’^f  love  your  Sifter  moft  paffionately,  if  file 
appears  moft  wrong d.  Ill  force  him  to  receive  her  for  his  Wife,  or 
Die  in  the  Attempt.  '  - 

Ber.  :Tis  generoully  refolv’d.  Tho’  for  your  fake  I  wifh  it  on  Oli¬ 
via's  fide,  that  we  may  be  more  than  Friends,  Brothers. 

Fred.  If  Providence  fo  orders  it,  I  fhall  be  fupreamly  blefs’d  on. 
Earth.  Such  a  Wife  and  luch  a  Brother  would  let  me  above  a  Throne. 

Ber .  We  muft  leave  ail  to  Fate.  But  come,  ill  go  write  to  this 
barbarous  Eleonora,  and  then  for  our  meeting  with  Don  Philip  at  the. 
Church. 

Fred.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Now,  Love, ,  if  for  a  God  thou  woutT  ft  be  known , 

And  art  determin'd  to  fupport  thy  Throne : . 

Difplay  thy  Pow'r,  and  vindicate  thy  Fame , 

Reward  true  Love,  Revenge  thy  injur'd  Name.  [ Exeunt . 


ACT  V.  Scene  I.  The  Street. 

Enter  Lon  Sebaftian  and  Don  Philip  with  a  Servant. 

Phil.  A  Re  you  fure  you  law  him  fo  early,  and  alone  > 

Seb.  5T was  he,  or  my  Eyes,  deceiv'd  me  much.  But  I 
am  amaz'd  to  hear  how  you  loft  him  *,  fure  he  is  diftrafted. 

Phil.  Hang  him,  to  deny  me  to  my  Face,  and  to  follow  another 

Mailer  without,  any  caufe  of  Difguft - •  I  know  not  what  to 

think.  ^  , 

Seb.  Tis  a  Riddle"  indeed  beyond  my  Ability  to  folve. 

Phil.  And  beneath  your  Care.  Tis  but  a  Fool  loft. 

Seb.  I  wonder  who  ’twas  came  to  your  afliftance  laft  Night.  . 

Phil.  ’Twas  then  too  dark  to  diftinguifti  him,  but  I  promis’d  to 
meet  him  at  Ten  this  Morning  near  the  Great  Church.  Let  me  fee. 
upon  Bts  Watchdj  ; Tis  within  hail  an  hour  on’t. 

Seb.  I  believe  it  may. 


Dorila 


Dorila  croffes  the  Stage  in  haft,  and  drops-  a  Lei  ter. 

Ha !  What’s  that  fhe  has  dropt  ?  [  Runs  and  takes  it  upi]  Me* 
thought  ’fjfrae  Dorila ,  that  went  into  her  Miftrefs’s.  For  Donna  Ele¬ 
onora.  tHHeal’d  too,  then  ’twill  be  no  ill  Manners  to  open  it.  [0- 
pens  it.  ]  Now  who  art  thou  from  > .  Bernardo .  ’Tis  from  a  Man  it 
feems.  *Let  me  fee.  •  [  Walks  about  and  Re  ads  to  bimfelf. 

Phil.  Nay,  nay,  you’l  let  me  fhare  in  the  Accident,  I  hope. 

Seb.  I  begg  you  would  excufe  me.  It  happens  to  be  a  Secret  where¬ 
in  I  am  more  than  ordinarilyxoncern’d. 

Phil.  Then  I  am  no  longer  curious.  [Walks  from  him. 

Sebaftian  Reads  as  to  bimfelf  in  a  low  Voice. 

'  ■ 

WHat  Satisfaction  foever  you  could  take  in  not  fh el? ring  me  lad 
Night  from  almojl  inevitable  DejtruCl  ion  :  Let  know ,  Cruel 
Woman ,  that  I  have  ef cap'd,  nay  doubly  ef cop'd  both  from  the  Villains 
you  your  Jelf  employ'd  for  Murder ,  and  from  the  Sanres  of aDefigning 
and  perfidious  Jilt.  Neither  am  I  ignorant  who  it  zvas  that  hindr/ed 
my  admittance^  and  to  give  you  a  juft  Correction  for  your  Treachery,  I 
Jhall  find  a  Way  to  let  Don  Sebaltian  know  how  falfe  you  are  to  him: 
Alas  !  Jour  invitations  have  now  left  their  Force.  I  defpife  you  and 
your  Letters.  Tour  trifling  Prefent  too ,  which  is  not  worth  returning * 
And  to  fimfhyour  mortification ,  know,  that  the  Inclinations  I  had  for 
you  are  turn'd  into  Revenge , 

t  Ci  Bernardo. 

Seb.  Nowl  have  a  very  fair  occafion  to  ^et  rid  of  an  old  Miftrefs,that 
I  have  long  fufpe&ed  to  play  me  falfe.  This  Letter  is  convincing. 
The  Obligation  I  was  under  of  my  promife  to  marry  her,  join'd  with 
the  Charms  I  fill  found  in  her,  kept  me  to  my  ufual  Complailance, 
and  Heaven  knows  how  far  two  liich  powerful  Advocates  as  Honour 
and  Beauty  might  have  prevail’d  but  for  this  fortunate  Accident. 
.Marry  her !  Forbid  it  all  ye  Powers.  Now  by  St.  Jago,  Pd  fooner 
Wed  Infection.  Hateful  Eleonora  !  Ill  go  to  her  this  Moment,  and 
declare  my  Reiolution,  '  'j 

F  All  this  in  a  low  Voice  to  avoid  being  heard  by  Philip,  j 
My  dear  Friend,  I  begg  your  Excufe.  I  have  found  lomwhat  of 
much  Import  to  me,  that  requires  my  immediate  abfence  for  a  -few 
Moments.  Til  meet  you  near  the  Church  forthwith  *  do  you  wait  up* 
on  Don  Philip .  [Exit  Seb. 

Phil.  Some  Amour  of  his  at  bottom,  1 11  lay  my  Life.  This  love 
is  as  inMlious  as  the  Plague,  and  diffufes  it  felf  as  haftily,  but  is 
not  quite  lo  mortal,  Heav’n  be  prais’d.  Whatever  Darts  and  Flames 
feme  People  find  in  it,  I  thank  my ‘  Stars  I  am  yet  Heart:whote= 

^  ‘ '  Lan. 


Languishing  and  Dying-  for  a  Woman’s  Toy  is  fuch  a  Jeft  With  all  my 
Heatt.  Sir,  pray  ling  the  Song  I  fo  much  admire. 


S  O  N  G. 


i. 


BEauty  is  not  what  T pray, 

I  ask  no  Joining  Graces  ^ 

Celia  has  another  way , 

Without  the  Tricks  of  Facts. 

§o  our  Humours  f  ill  agree. 

Kind  Heavn,  it  is  enough  for  me. 

2. 

Mere  Fruition  is  a  Joy 

But  of  a  Moment's  Lifting  : 

Fruit,  that  doth  fo  quickly  Cloy, 

It  furfeits  but  with  Lofting. 

No  true  Blifs  in  Love  we  find, 

Unlefs  two 1  Bodies  Jhare  one  Mind. 

Here’s  fotnething  for  your  Trouble.  Now  towards  the  Church. 

[Exeunt. 

,  /  x  #',*•  *  '  Ir  .  , 

‘  •  I  .  *  ^ 

Eleonora’s  Lodgings.  Don  Sebaftian  and  Dorila. 

*  s  <*  ‘ 

.  Seb.  Dorila ,  where’s  your  Miftrefs  >  ^ 

Dor.  She’s  in  her  Chamber,  Seignor. 

Seb.  Let  her  know  I  am  here. 

Dor.  I  fhalL,  Sir,  and  Ihe’ll  be  o’erjoy’d  to  fee  you  here  again  fo 
loon.  ' 

I  don’t  like  this  fudden  return  tho\  I  wifti  it  doth  not  prefage 
fome  extraordinary  event.  ~  [Exit. 

Seb.  Her  Joy  will  be  foon  abated,  when  (he  fees  me  depart  again 
fo  foon,  at  leaf!:  upon  fuch  an  Occafion.  Now  mult  I  relolve  to  be 
Flint,  or  the  with  her  damn’d,  alluring,  female  Wiles  will  melt  me 

to  fbrgivenefs.  But - - — I  have  thought  on  a  Way  to  counter^ 

mine  hen 

Enter  Eleopora  and  Dorila. 

El.  O  my  Dear  Sebaftian.  [Running  to  embrace  him. 

This  is  unexpeftedly  kind  to  return  fo  foon.  Beleive  me,  I  am 
fo  full  of  Joy,  1  want  Words  to  exprels  it.  j 

-  Seb. 


^  Seb.  Avaunt,  thou  fawning  Strumpet.  Thou  Spirit  of  D^iu^on. 
See  here  this  Letter.  -  Have  1  not  foftePd  thee  in  my  -Bofom  rnoft 
tenderly,  and  Thou,  like  an  ungrateful  Viper,  haft  fet  thy  Teeth  againft 
thy  Prelerver  ?  x 

EL  Yogi  are  fbon  offended,  Seignor,  at  nothing.  ’Tis  true,  I  did 
receive  this  Letter.  But  pray.  Sir,  how  am  I  to  blame  if  Men  will 
he  lb  impertinent  as  to  write  to  me,  Befides,  you  fee  he  confefles  > 
that  I  us'd  hi  mill.  ' 

Set.  Yes,  you  have  your  Arts  to  (hew  your  feeming  Frowns  fojne- 
times,  to  provoke  Men  to  ftudy  how  to  reconcile  you.  This  is  your 
Sex’s  Method  to  draw  us  on  to  our  Ruine.  Go,  you  are  perfidious,  and 
remember  ’twas  your  own  incotfftancy  not  mine,  that  caus’d  our  Se¬ 
paration. 

EL  Shall  it  then  be  laid  that  Don  .Sebaftian  did  but  feem  to  be  a 
Man  .of’  Honour,  and  good  Nature,  not  eafily  poflefs’d  with  Fancies, 
flow  of  Belief,  a  Lover  of  his  Friend,  foon  provok’d,  but  loon  return¬ 
ing  to  hitruelf  ?  you  lee,  this  is  the  trick  of  a  malicious  Fellow  to. 
mine  me.  For  that’s  the  Confequence,  when  my  Sebaftian  thinks  - 
me  falle.  [Crying* 

Seb.  So.  This  I  expelled. 

Madam ,  You  need  not  be  lo  much  concern’d.  The  World  is  wide 
enough,  and  Fools  are  plenty.  [E  going. 

fiL  What,  will  you  go  without  hearing  me  >  The  vileft  Criminal 
is  allow’d  his  Defence.  I  am  not  guilty,  do  but  hear  me. 

Seb .  No,  that’s  playing  at  hazard.  Why^lhould  I  attempt  to 
throw  again,  when  1  have  nick’d  you  already?  Farewel. 

EL  and  Dorr/a  hold  him .  ]  Do  but  hear  us,  let  us  both  intreat  you.  . 

Seb.  You  are  both  as  falle  as  Hell.  [Strugling  gets  away. 

So.  Farewel.  I  ll  never  lee  you  more.  _  [Exit  Seb. 

EL  (walks  about  in  a  pajjionate  manner  ) 

Devil,  you  are  thecauie  of  all  this.  Now  may  I  go  and  hang;my 

lelf  ’ 

Dor.  I  am  as  much  concern’d,  Madam,  as  ’tis  poflible.  You  can’t 
believe  I  dropt  the  Letter  on  purpoie. 

El.  How  do  I  know  but  you  did  !  I  believe  you  and  Bernardo  are  . 
in  a  Confpiracy  to  undo  me. 

Dor.  You  reward  me  liberally  for  all  my  Services.  I. thought  I  had  , 
given  you  fufficient  Proofs  of  my  Fidelity. 

El.  How  couldft  thou  drop  that  Letter  lo  unhappily  ?  Or  what  had 


you  to  do  to  meddle  with  it  ? 

Dor.  I  thought  1  had  taken  more  than  ordinary  Care  of  it  •,  lor  / 
put  it  into  my  Bofom  when  I  went  to  make  Enquiry  after  the  Ruffians, 
and  how  1  droput  by  the  way^  or  where,  I  can’t  imagine.  'v 


EL  A  greater  Misfortune  fure  could  not  have  happen’d  tome:  For 
now  my  Expectations  are  all.crofs’d,  my  fpringing  Hopes  are  blafted 
in  the  Bud,  and  nought  remains  but  wither’d  Difappointment,  and  a 
ftuitlefs  Waft  of  Defpair.-  *  ^ 

Dor.  Have  Patience,  Madam,  they  have  but  fervd  ym  like  Men, 
which  may  be  a  Warning  to  you  hereafter  not  to  truft  any  of  the  Sex. 

EL  Trufted  !*  No  *,  they  (hall  be  defpis’d  by  me  for  ever.  Certain¬ 
ly  there  is  not  in  the  Creation  fo  vile  a  Monfter  as  Man,  and  yet  we 
Women  are  .fuch  Fools  to  liken  him  to  an  Angel. 

Dor.  That’s  before  we  know  him.  As  Toon  asCuriofity  has  brought 
us  acquainted  with  him,  we  fee  the  Devil  lurking  under  that  Angel’s 
-Form. 


EL  Q  that  I  could  recover  my  ftoln  Honour  ,  and  thole  Golden 
days  < of  innocence  which  I  enjoy’d,  but  knew  not  how  to  prize,  be-  < 
fore  I  liften’d  to  falfe  Man.  Curfe^ipon  the  Sex,  they  are  all  diflem- 
bling  Villains,  Curfe  on  my  Ears  for  hearkning  to  their  Arguments, 

*  and  doubly  curs’d  be  my  Credulity  for  trufting  them  beyond  the 

•  bounds  of  Vertue.  ,  [  Walks  about  in  a  Rage . 

Dor .  Reftrain  your  paflion.  Madam. 

EL  Yes,  I  will,  you  (hall  fee  I  will. 

Truft  them  no  more,  forget  them,  there  lies  your  happinefs.  Ha! 
But  how  forget  them  to  be  happy.  I  have  it.  I  thank  you,  friendly 
Powers,  that  have  fo  fbon  fpread  forth  your  Providence.  I’ll  turn 
Nun,  and  fpend  the  remainder  of  my  Days  in  penitence  for  my  paft 
Offences. 

Dor.  Are  you  in  your  Wits  ?  good  Venus ,  how  you  talk?  * 

EL  Somewhat  difagreeably  to  your  Taft,  it  feems.  But,  know,  I 
am  determin’d,  and  moft  fortunately  this  very  Day  is  the  great  Fefti- 
val  of  St.  Jago ,  a  proper  Day  to  enter  into  my  year  of  Probation. 

Dor.  Why  then  you  are  another  Magdalen .  But  truly  if  I  might 
u  advife  you,  you  are  now  in  the  Flower  of  yout  Age,  and  may  pro- 
pofe  to  fpend  many  a  happy  Year  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  World  : 
Why  fhould  you  feek  Death,  when  Life  is  yet  fo  well  worth  preferr¬ 
ing? 

EL  Thou  art  deceiv’d  in  Life.  What  is  it  but  a  Succeffion  of  Trou¬ 
bles  ?  A  meer  Quotidian  Ague,  which  by  the  conftant  fupply  of  Hopes 
and  Fears,  knows  little  intermiflion  as  long  as  Nature  lafts. 

Dor.  Ufe  your  Pleafure,  Madam.  I  thank  my  Stars,  I  am  not  yet 
weary  of  the  World. 

EL  However,  let  us  retire  together,  that  I  may  take  my  laft  leave 
of  you,  when  I  am  prepar’d  for  my  Heavenly  Journey. 


•  '  ■  -  ■ 
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Dor .  I’ll  wait  on  you.  Madam,  to  the  Threfhold  of  Death,  but 


>  C  <■*  /  ***  *  *  %  /  v# 


A*^ 


you  muft  excufe  me  from  going  over  it. 

El.  I  wifli  your  fiappinefs,  but  can’t  compell  it. 


[Exeunt. 


**  ■"  ,  -  ^  •  y 

SCENE  the  Street,  near  the  great  Church. 

Enter  Conjlable  and  Watch ,  with  1  Anthony  *,  Don  Philip  meets  them . 

1  Wat,  Gome,  this  way  with  him.  This/way  leads  to  Don  Se- 
baftiarfs 

Con ,  Hold,  Friends,  don’t  be  fo  very  hafty,  d’ye  fee.  Pray,  let  us 
confider  a  little,  dy’emind  me,  what  we  mall  fay  totheMagiftrate. 

2  Wat.  Why,  that’s  very  true,  Neighbour.  We  Ought  to  lay  our 

ftory  well,  d’ye  fee  me?  v  .  :  ^  ; 

Phil.  My  Man  Anthony  as  I  live!  How  the  Devil  came  he  a- 
mong  that  fry  of  Leaches  ?  But  ’tis  what  he  deferves  :  Yet  I’ll  ask 
them,  to  amufe  my  felf,  till  Don  Sebajlian's  return. 

Con.  Enough,  enough  *  come  away  with  him. 

**  Phil.  Hold,  Gentlemen.  Pray,  whither  are  you  condu&ing  that 
Fellow? 

Con.  But  that  you  promife  for  a  Perfon  of  Note,  we  (hould  not 
have  time  to  anfwer  any  Man’s  queftions :  We  are  carrying  him  to 
Don  Sebaftiarfz  to  be  committed  for  a  Heufe-breaker. 

1  Ant.  O  Sir ,  I’m  glad  I  have  found  you  again.  I  have  been 
baited,  Sir,  no  Tyger  was  ever  fo  baited,  as  I  have  been  by  thefe 
Spaniih  Dogs.  , 

Enter  Don  Sebaltian. 

Phil.  You  are  come  in  good  time.  Seignior,  to  do  a  peice  of  juftice 

Seb.  What’s  the  matter,  Mr.  Conftable  ? 

Con.  Matter,  Seignior  ?An  pleafe  your  Worihip,  we  have  brought 
a  Stranger  here,  that  we  found  hid  to  Night  in  a  Cellar  Window, 
juft  ready  to  fet  the  City  a  Fire  about  our  Ears,  I  warrant  him. 

Seb.  Is  not  this  your  Man,  Don  Philip  ? 

Phil.  If  I  have  Eyes ’tis  he,  pray  examine  him. 

Seb .  How  now,  Anthony  ?  How  come  you  under  the  guard  of  the 
Conftable  and  the  Watch  ?  '  '  'i, 

1  Ant.  Your  Worfhip  knows  as  well  as  I.  One  thing  I  know, 
which  is,  that  I  have  been  abus’d  moft  difgracefully. 

Phil.  Tis  no  more  than  you  deferve,  ungrateful  Villain !  Did  you 
not  forfake  me  laft  Night  when  I  was  allaulted  in  the  Street,  and 
did  I  not  meet  you  afterwards  following  another  Mafter  ?  And  more 
than  that,  when  I  claim’d  you  for  my  Servant,  did  you  not  utterly 
difown  that  you  knew  me,  or  had  ever  feen  me  before. 

G  •  lAnu 
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I  Ant.  Sure,  this  is  but  a  Dream ,  Sir :  For  this  Life-guard  of 
mine  here  ( Pox  choak  them  )  can  anfwer  to  my  difgrace,  that  f 

have  fat  in  the  Stocks  all  Night. 

Con  That  he  has  indeed,  I’ll  witnefs  it,  for  he  was  put  in  by  my 
order*  *  * 

Phil.  Hey-day  !  Sure  I  Dreamftill,  or  III  be  fworn  I  met  him 

was  Tafe  lockt  down  from  one  a  Clock  till  within 

this  half  hour.  I’ll  pals  my  Word.  ;  r  Tr 

Seb.  Nay  now  I  can  difprove  you  •,  for  if  I  have  Eyes,  I  faw  him 

pafs  by  me  very  early  to  Day.  .  ■ 

Con.  An’plea fe  y  our  Worfhip,  what  the  Watchman  faid  mult  needs 
be  true,  for  he  flood  near  him  all  the  time  till  he- was  releas’d 
Seb.  Then  will  I  be  Sacrific’d :  Go,  you  are  all  a  pack  of  Rafcals, 
Releafe  him.  Ill  anfwer  for  him.  [Exeunt  Con .  and  Wat .  bajlily. 


Enter  Don  Bernardo  and  Don  Frederick  with  Cornelia  and  Olivia 

in  Mens  Cloaths . 

„  .  '  1  '  /S  —  \  .  •-  -w,.  ,  I  .  '  -  ■ 

*  o  '  r  J  ^  "  t  '  - ' 

Ber.  There’s  Don  Sebajlian ,  and  he  with  him  fhould  be  Don  Philip. 
r  Fred.  Bernardo,  ’twere  fit  they  withdraw  awhile,  till  we  have 
prepar’d  him  for  the  Interview. 

Ber.  By  all  means.  Ladies,  will  you  oblige  us  by  retiring  a  ftep 
or  two,  till  we  have  had  fome  conference  with  thole  Gentlemen  ? 

Corn.  Another  Woman  difguis’d? 

Both.  We  will.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

[Bern,  and  Fred,  walk  by  them  and  view  them. 

Phil,  Sir,  by  that  Sword  you  wear,  I  fhould  be  much  your  Deb¬ 
tor,  lure  you  releiv’dmelaft  Night,when  I  was  aflaulted  by  Villains. 

Ber .  I  did  indeed  attempt  a  Gentleman’s  relief  laft  Night,  who. 
exchang’d  Swords  with  me,  and  ’tis  very  likely  you  are  he. 

Phil.  The  fame.  And  believe,  Sir,  that  as  1  am  bound  to  you  for 
my  prefervation,  fo  (hall  I  be  always  ready  to  ferve  you  with  my  Life. 

Ber.  Serve  your  felf  firft,  Don  Philip,  and  be  honeft. 

Phil.  Ha !  what  means  this  odd,  familiar  Counfel  > 

Ber.  Have  you  not  abus’d  Cornelia,  my  Sifter  >  Now  if  thou  art 
a  Man,  fpeak  truth. 

Fred.  Olivia! s  wrong’d  too,  Philip,  think  of  that,  and  know  her 
Brother’s  here  to  do  herjuftice- 

P hil.  You  have  fomewhatfurpriz’d  me,  Gentlemen,  with  your  at*, 
cufations. 

Fred.  Do  you  deny  the  fa£ts  ? 

Phil.  What  if  I  do  ? 


Fred.  Then  we  mufttry  the  caufe  this  way,  Draw, 


Phil. 


[all  Draw. 
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Phil.  You  may  be  fure  of  that.  •  „w. 

Seb.  Hold,  Gentlemen,  Don  Philip  is  my  Friend,  and  I  muft  tak« 
his  part, 

Ber.  With  all  my  Heart.  We  are  two  and  two, 

E red-  Come  on  thou  Poifon  to  our  Families  r 

Seb .  Nay  then  at  you,  Sir.  , 

[They  tilt  Phil.  difarms  Fred,  and  Bern.  Sebaflian , 
Phil.  Now,  Sir,  I  hope  You’re  fatisfied.  [ Giving  Fred,  his  Sword. 
Ber .  But  not  I,  Sir  ,  I  have  the  fame  advantage  o’er  your 
Friend,  and  you  have  wrong’d  my  Sifter.  I 
Phil.  Take  Your  Satisfaction  too,  whilft  my  Sword  holds,  it  fhall 
deny  none  that  ask  it..  .  [They  tilt.  Bern. /x  aijfarm7d . 

Ber.  Your  fortune  is  Superior,  whatever  your  Juftice  be. 

Phil.  You  owe  me  both  your  Lives.  And  now  what  I  have  to 
beg  of  you  is,  that  you  would  ftifle  your  Refentments:  And  if 
you!  favour  me  wit-h  your  company’s  to  Don  Sebaflian%  I  here 
give  you  my  Honour  to  do  you  Juftice  too,  as  far  as  in  me  lies 
before  we  part. ;  *• v  ' 

Fred.  Nay  now  you’r  truly  brave,  [as  they  are  going 


Enter  2  Anthony, 

Phil.  Ha !  What  art  thou,  that  ir  the  very  fhape  of  Anthony , 
com’ft  hither  to  perplex  us!  „  V  ' ' 

2  Ant -  Staring]  Why  I  think  my  Name  is  Anthony,  by  the  Angu¬ 
lar  favour  of  chance  both  Frenchman  and  Spaniard,  that  is  to  fay, 
a  mixture  of  all  the  Contrarieties  in  Nature. 

[  The  company  flaring  firfl  at  one0  then  at  the  other. 

Seb.  His  very  Voice,  Perfon,  and  Raillery. 

Fred.  The  Seal  and  the  Print  are  not  more  perfectly  alike. 

2  Ant.  Staring  at  the  other ]  ’Tis  fomething  marvellous,  I  muft 
own :  if  this  fhould  prove  my  own  Apparition  now,  which  they 
fay  People  often  fee  a  little  before  their  Death,  how  many  Sips 
haft  thou  to  anfwer  for,  pauvre  Antoine !  What  art  thou  that  here 
ufurp’ft  my  Name  and  Shape  >  ’  x  ’ 

1  Ant.  Trembling ]  O  Gentlemen,  fhield  me,  fhield  me  from  this 
Fiend, — -’tis  certainly— the  Devil,  he  could  n’er  be  fo  like  me  elflv 

Ber.  This  is  furprizing.  From  hence  came  the  miftakes  of  laft  / 
Night,  'Don  Frederick.  V 

•  Phil.  And  ours,  Don  Sebaflian. 

2  Ant.  If ’twere  not  for  one  curfed  Objection,  that  is  not  to  be 
got  over  without  a  Miracle,  I  could  foon  refolve  this  Riddle. 

Fred.  Try  what  you  can  do. 

G  2  *  2  Ant . 


;  ,  "a  •  ■-  ff 
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i  Ant .  5Ti$  impoflible  Seignior,  for  the  Man  I  fhould  take  him 
for  was  drown’d  many  Years  ago. 

f red.  Examine  him  however. 

2.  Ant.  Pray,  Monfieur  Antoine are  you'  a  native  of  Caen  in 
Normandy ? 

1  Ant.  Yes, — —indeed.  Seignior  Devil. 

2  Ant.  The  Devil  you  are.  Was  not  Monfieur  your  Father  call’d 
Pierre  le  Menetrier ',  that  is  to  be  underftood,  Peter  the  Fidler  >  • 

*  i  Ant.  He  was  indeed  Sir. 

2  Ant.  Ha!  Sure  I  Dream.  [In  afurprize]  What  will  this  come 
to  ?  Did  n$t  you  follow  his  Trade  after  his  Death  >  .  ’  • 

1  Ant.  I  commenc’d  Joueur  deViolon  that  Year  the  great  Turn  in- 
England  happen’d  in  88. 

2  Ant.  Impoflible!]  Thou  art  fome  Magician,  and  art  refolv’d  to 
deceive  me  into  madnels.- — —One  thing  more.  Were  not  you ; 
prefs’d  abord  Monfieur  T ourville  with  a  Twin-Brother,  that  was 
fo  perfectly  your  likenefs,  that  you  were  the  Amazement  of  all  that  * 
law  you  ? 

1  Ant.  IwaSj  and  flhould  have  taken  you  for  him  but  that  he 

was  blown  up  in  one  of  thofe  Twenty  Ships  that  were  Burnt  by 
the  Englifh,  after  the  Sea-Fight  between  the  French  and  the  Englifh 
Fleets.  M 

2  Ant.  Then  art  thou  my  Brother,  Anthony  ?  How  I  was  pre- 

ferv’d  and  where,  after  my  Y* '"fortune  you  fhall  know  another 
time.  >  .r : :  '  •  : 

i*  Ant.  My  Brother  reftar’d  from  the  Dead !  This  is  fuch  excefs 
of  joy  to  me.  Come  to  my  Arms,  I  will  embrace  thee,  as  I would  a 
Woman. 

Per.  So  let  them  embrace.  Now  the  Myftery  is  over,  and  you 
have  your  Mares  again. 

Seb.  Tho’  they  are  Brothers,  fo  exaft  a  likenefs  was  furely  never 
feen. 

Fred.  ’Tis  very  ftrange.  But  come,  let  us  walk.  Don  Bernardo $. 
we  forget  our  Friends  hard  by. 

Ber.  With  Don  Philip's  and  this  Gentleman’s  leave  we’ll  call  for 
them,  and  take  them  with  us* 

S^b  }  our  Hearts. 

Seb,  Your  Friends  too  are  welcome,  Gentlemen,  to  foch  poor 
entertainment  as  my  Houfe  can  afford. 

Fred.  You  are  very  obliging-  [Exeunt. 


SC  E  NE 


SCENE  Shifts.  ' 

_  Olivia  and  Cornelia. * 

.  ,  .  -  y 

0/.  I  fcorn  to  deny  my  felf  upon  fuch  an  occafion*.  I  own  I  am  a 
Woman,  and  Married  to  Don  Philip  before  Heav’n,  tho’  he  has 
left  me:  Yet  will  I  purfue  him,  till  I  have  either  found  the  faith- 
lefs  wanderer,  or  fpentmy  Days  in  the  vain  Search. 

Corn .  You  will,  you  fay.  Alas  !  I  pity  thee,  for  Thy  fearch  will 
be  vain  indeed.  Know,  fond  Woman,  that  he’s  mine  by  legal  con- 
tra£h,  not  to  be  revok’d  but  by  mutal  confent :  So  much  he’s  mine, 
that  I’ll  not  fpare  him  a  look  to  throw  away  upon  thee. 

01.  Impotent  Avarice !  I  pi  tty  thee,  undone  as  thou  art,  as  well 
as  deferted  *,  for  he  is  mine  by  yet  a  ftronger  tye  than  any  contract 

Corn.  It’sfalfe  :  He  never  was,  nor  (hall  be.  If  thou  do  ft  offer 
any  farther  claim,  thy  Life’s  in  danger. 

01  I  Laugh  at  thy  rage,  unthinking  Creature,  and  to  let  you 
fee  how  much  I  value  Philip,  I  here  renounce  the  weaknefe~of  my  } 
Sex,  and  dare  you  to  the  combat  for  his  Love. 

Corn.  Now  by  great  Hymen's  Torch,  ’twas  nobly  offer’d,  and  tho*' 
a  Rival  fpoke  it,  I  applaud  it.  [Both  draw 

Come  on.  Now  for,  Don  Philips  „ 

OU.  She  who  furvives  is  happy.'  *  [F'ight  avokerdly. 


Don.  Philip  y  Frederick^  Sebaflianr  and:  Bernardo  come  in,fol  lowed  b/ 

the  Anthony's 


Fred.  Ha  /  at  Wars  ?  What  new  adventure’s  this  >  We  left  you  5* 
but  now  unaccquainted  with  each' other,  as  we  thought -[parts  them.. 

01:  And  are  return’d  too  loon.  You  have  hindered  the  effect  of 
a  noble  contention.  Don  Philip  there !  Then  am  I  fatisfy’d,  for 
fure  he’l  do  me  juftice.  [ Runs  to  him. 

Corn.  Ha !  Do  I  fee  my  Love  again  >  But  hold,  fond  Heart,  keep 
up  thy  ufual  Pride,  leaft  the  falfe  wretch  inful t  and  fcorn  thy  ./ 
weaknels. 

Phil.  Sir,  I  am  yet  a  ftranger  to  you :  How  can  I  do  you  juftice  >  ' 

01.  ’Tisbut  acknowledging  Olivia  for  your  Wife. 

Phil.  [  In  amazement  ]  Olivia  hex  felf.  This  is  beyond  my  hopes.' 

I  will  acknowledge  thee,  thou  Miracle  of  Love. . 

.  Corn.  Villain,  hold.  .  See  Cornelia  too,  dilguis’d  as  fhe  is*  See 
your  contra&ed  Wife.  : 

Phil.  Ha !  . 


> 


Corn.  What, doth  he  demur  upon  it? 


A- 


[Draws. 

Die 


(  4«  ) 


'Die  then,  ungrateful  wretch, 

01.  [D/vzmr]  Stop  thy  mad  Hand,  or  (heath  thy  Blade  within  this 
Breaft,  fo  it  may  fave  Don.  Philip.  [Corn,  is  held 

Phil,  [  to  01.  ]  My  dear  Olivia. ,  I  Bluffi  to  fee  this  kindnefs  from 


thee,  [to  Corn .]  Madam,  you  might  have  been  fdsoutragious. 
muft  own  I  have  been  to  blame,  but  am  now  reiolv’d^— 
Corn.  To  marry  Olivia,  I  fuppofe.  *  . 

Phil.  I  was  a  going  to  fay  Madam 


^  I/*#'*  V  «  V^r  W  - - J  

Corn.  That  thou  art  perjur’d.  Enough,  thou  haft  my  confent  to  be 
fo.  Be  thy  Perjury  thy  Punifliment :  For  my  part  I  freely  difeharge 


.thee.  v  #  / 

Phil.  I  am  oblig’d  to  your  Paffion  then,  for  it  has  made  you  con¬ 
fent  to  clear  me  of  fuch  an  imputation.  You  have  revok’d  your 
contract,  and  fo  do  I  before  thefe  witnefles.  Donna  Olivia,  here  is 
my  Hand,  take  it,  and  my  Heart  along  with  it,  I  doubt  not  but 
this  A6iion  will  reftore  me  to  my  true  happinefs.  Gentlemen,  I  hojle 
N  you  own  my  juftice.  :  ; 

Ber.  I  cannot  deny  your  obligation  here  to  be  fuperiour. 

Oli.  This  fortunate  Event  tranfports  me  beyond  expreffion. 

Fred.  May  I  prelume,  Madam,  to  remind  you  of  your  late  con¬ 
ditions?  '  .  V/  ' 


-  Corn.  Are  you  not  a  Man,  Sir  ? 

Fred.  I  hope  fo,  Madam. 

■Corn.  How  then  are  you  to  be  trufted  >  The  only  one  I  ever  yet 
confided  in  has  deceiv’d  me.  But  [Jighingf  you  have  my  promife, 
e’en  difpofe  of  me  asyou  will 

Madam,  you  have  made  me  intirely  happy.  You  have  not 
only  blels’d  me  with  your  felf,  but  made  a  worthy  Friend  my  Brother. 

her.  .But  hold,  one  thing  more.  Cornelia,  doyou  know  this  Ring  > 

Corn.  Yes,  fure.  ’Twas  your  gift,  which  I  could  have  parted  with 
to  no  one,  but  Don  Philip.  ' 

,  v  Phil.  I  know  it  too  and  Blufti.  But  how  came  you  by  it  ? 

Ber  Think  where  you  difpos’d  of  it,  then  ask  no  more. 

Phil.  I  was  mad  when  I  parted  with  it,  but!  find  where  you  have' 
been. 

Ber.  I  fell  in  by  accident ,  as  you  (hall  know  another  time.  In 
the  mean  while  we  are  all  fatisfied.  Joy  to  you  all.  I  could  almoft 
wifh  my  felf  in  the  fame  condition,  but  not  with  Eleonora,  Don 
Fredrick. 

Fred.  You  once  wifil’d  it  with  her,  Don  Bernardo. 

Seb.  Eleonora,  and  Bernardo !  This  muft  be  he  who  writ  that 
Letter.  '  . 

Sir,  I  believe  we  are  both  deliver’d  from  the  fame  perfidious  Wo¬ 
man,  Did  not  you  write  lately  to  one  Eleonora  ? 

'  '  ’  *?'&■  ‘i  •  Bern. 


M 


Ber .  Idafe  confefs  it.  She  us’d  me  ill,  and  I  let  Her  know  it. 
Poflibly  your  underftanding  with  her  brought  you  to  know  it. 

Seb.  That  (he  has  been  of  my  acquaintance,  I  don’t  difownr:  But 
’twas  pure  accident  made  me  fee  the  Letter.  It  ferv’d  to  confirm  me 
in  what  I  before  fufpeQed,  and  I  have  fince  broke  of  all  correfpon- 
dence  with  her. 

Ber .  I  am  glad  on’t  J*  for  (he.  is  a  very  Jilt.  But  what  had  Don 
Philip  done  to  her,  that  (he  (hould  hire  Ruffians  to  Murder  him  > 
Phil 1  Was  it  (he  then  that  fet  thole  Villains  on  to  Murder  me, 
when  I  was  fo  feafonably  relei v’d  by  you  >■ 

Ber .  So  I  afterwards  difcovef d  by  one  of  the  fame  Ruffians*, 
whom  1  had  wounded  and.  feized,  after  they  had  attack’d  me  by 
miftake  of  the  Sword  you  gave  me  at  parting,  and  it  feems  Eleo- 
nor  a  had  hired  them  for  a  hundred  Crowns  to  Murder  you. 

Phil.  What  a  She-Devil  is  this !  I  knew  her  formerly  at  Madrid^ 
a  Woman  of  a  light  CharaQer,  who  would  Tain  have  per- 
fwaded  me  to  marry  her.  When  (he  could  not  prevail,  (lie  re¬ 
mov’d  from  thence  hither  as  I  had  been  inform’d.  Wherefore  when  • 
I  came  to  this  Town,  Lrecolle&ed'whatl  had  heard,  and  enquiring 
her  out,  I  laft  Night  made  a  vifit  to. her,  and  it  leems  by  the  ftory, 
when  I  went  from  her,  (he  fent  Villains  after  me  to  difpatch  me. 
Seb.  What,  did  (he  entertain  You  too  >  f  * 

Phil.  0,~(he  was  my  old  acquaintance,  and  I  luppofe  would  have: 
been  reveng’d  on  me  for  the  (light  I  had  put  upon  her.  - 
Seb .  What  a  rare  Wife  I  (hould  have  had !  Fortune  thou  deferv’ft ' 
all  things  from  me.  •  v 

Fred,  Well  (he  is  going  to  be  reveng’d  upon  you  all.  For  I  was 
told  but  now,  that  (he  is  refolv’d  to  leave  the  feducing  World,  and 
end  her  Days  in  a  Nunnery. 

Ber.  That  would  be  ftrange. 

Phil.  But  the  belt  A£tion  of  her  Life. 

Seb.  Ay,  ay,  to  a  Nunnery  let  her  go.  ^  lathe  mean  time  let  Us 
think  a  little  of  this  World,  and  fince  you  are  all  agreed,  let  the 
Ladies  retire,  and  (hift  themfelves  into  their  own  habits,  and  wee’l 
fee  you  joyn’d  together,  before  Noon  is  paft. 

F red.  With  all  my  Soul.  Come,  my  Cornelia^  haft  to  make 
me  happy.  V  '  v 

Corn.  Be  it  as  you  pleafe. 

Phil.  Tho’  Marriage  is  accounted  by  Tome  a  k^ind  of  fervitude, 
yet  I  hope,  my  Olivia^  we  (hall  have  no  repenting  before  the  Year 
isoutatleaft.  ,  • 
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0/,  I  (hall  make  it  my  endeavour  to  give  no  caufe  on  my  fide. 
Phil.  Come  on  then,  let  us  haften  to  the  Trial :  One  pleafure  at 
ieaft  I  am  before  hand  fure  of, and  that  is  in  the  thought  of  making 
fatisfaflion  for  the  wrong  I  have  done. 


■  For  vohatfoPer  delight  Bad  Men  can  find 
In  doing  wrong ,  9tis  the  nnblemiftid  mind > 


VJmr  makes  our  Lives  mojt  fweet ,  our  P  leaf  are  s  mojlrejhfd,  \ 
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"T^rnHere  is  newly  Publiftied  the  Hiftory  of  L<?w?/V  XflL  King 
1  of  France  and  Navarre ’,  containing  the  moft  remarkable 
_  Occurrences  in  France  and  Europe ,  during  the  Minority  of  that 
Prince.  By  Monfieur  Michelle  Vaffer,  Price  $  s. 

A  ColleQion  of  Novels,  in  two  Volumes,  viz.  The  fecret  Hi¬ 
ftory  of  the  Earl  of  Ejjex  and  Queen  Elizabeth.  The  Happy  Slave* 
..and  the  Double-Cuckold. ,  To  which  is  added  the  Art  of  Plea- 
fing  in  Converfation-  By  Cardinal  Richlieu.  Vol.  II.  The  He-roine 
Mufqueteer.  Im  Four  parts  :  Or,  Lwe  and  Duty  Reconciled.  By 
Mr.  Congreve.  The  Pilgrim  in  two  parts.  Price  of  the  two 
Volumes  to  t.  Each  Volumes  may  be  had  fingly. 

There  is  in  the  Prefs  the  Elements  of  Hiftory,  from  the  Creation 
of  the  Wprld  to  the  Monarchy  of  Conjlantine  the  Great  *  being  an 
Abridgment  of  HozvePs  Hiftory  of  the  World.  Done  by  himfelf 
■  Containing  the  affairs  of  the  Empires,  in  a  new  order  and  methods’ 
With  a  delcription  of  the  Kingdoms  and  Republicks  Contempory 
with  them  :  And  a  brief  account  of-  their  Magiftrates  and  Politi¬ 
cal  Governments  :  Written  Originally  in  Latin.  By  William  Howe /, 
VLL.  D.  for  the  ufe  of  the  Univerfities,  and  now  Tranflated  into 
Englifti.  Price  5 's. 

Where  Gentlemen,  and  Ladies  may  be»  furnifhed  with  all  forts 
of  Novels  and  Plays.  *  r 

This  Day  is  Publifhed  the  laft  New  Tragedy  call’d,  Richard 
the  Third.  Written  by  Mr.  Cibber. 


